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TALBOT    HALL 


CHAPTEE  I. 


"  Come  in  J^elly — it  is  a  dark  night,"  said 
Father  Tracey  opening  his  hall  door. 

The  girl  followed  him  into  the  room  trem- 
T}ling  violently,  her  eyes  swollen  from  crying 
and  her  face  pale  with  grief. 

"I  know,"  began  the  priest,  ^'the  reason 
you  never  dared  come  to  the  confessional ;  but 
I  trust  that  you  repent,  and  are  now  going  to 
lead  a  better  life." 

She  sank  on  her  knees  close  to  the  large 
chair  in  which  he  sat  trying  to  appear  firm  and 
even  angry. 

'^  Your  wickedness  Nelly,"  he  resumed,  "  is 
the  talk  of  the  parish." 

VOL,   in.  "  B 
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"  I  know  it  was  very  wicked  never  to  con- 
fess— but — I  promised — '' 

^^  1^0  wonder  you  are  ashamed  to  hold  up 
your  head,  living  in  the  way  you  do,  with 
Doyle." 

Nelly  raised  her  face,  and  looked  up  at  the 
priest  who  went  on — 

,  ^^  You  knew  that  he  made  many  a  young 
girl  wretched,  and  destroyed  her  for  life — do 
not  interrupt  me ;  you  knew  that  he  was  a 
cold-hearted  deceiver — you  may  look,  a  villain." 

The  priest  had  become  earnest. 

Kelly  met  his  angry  eye,  and  gradually 
drawing  herself  up,  as  if  some  new  thought 
had  forced  itself  on  her,  rose  to  her  feet ;  with 
her  face  crimsoning,  she  looked  indignantly  at 
him,  and  seemed  almost  choking  with  rage. 

''What!"  she  exclaimed  almost  bearding 
him,  ''  who  dared  tell  your  reverence  a  word 
against  my  character  with  Doyle ;  God  knows 
I  am  innocent  of  the  charge  as  the  child 
unborn."  Then  wringing  her  hands,  '^  Oh  ! 
that  is  the  reason  every  one  gives  me  the  cold 
look  and  the  cutting  words — no  decent  girlwill 
speak  to  me  ;  now  I  see  why  the  people  seemed 
to  curse  me  in  their  hearts — oh  !  Father  Tracey, 
oh!  oh!" 

Her  eyes,  before  soft  and  wet  with  tears,  had 
dried  up,  all  weakness  seemed  to  have  fled  as 
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this  new  light  burst  on  her  brain  ;  her  features 
became  cold  as  her  father's ;  she  drew  long 
breaths,  and  paused,  as  if  to  combat  against 
some  dreadful  alternative. 

At  last  she  resumed  in  a  deep,  solemn  voice — 

^^  Yes,  I  will  confess  all.  I  will  tell  why  I 
never  came  to  you  to  confess ;"  then  kneeling, 
and  looking  up  sternly,  as  if  the  shock  of  what 
she  had  heard  changed  her  nature,  she  pro- 
ceeded with  startling  distinctness — "  I  heard 
my  father,  more  than  once,  say  in  his  sleep  that 
it  was  not  Dennis  O'Shane  who  shot  old  Mr. 
Darcy,"  she  paused,  as   if  to  recollect  herself. 

The  priest  saw  at  once  that  the  wounded 
girl's  feelings  were  leading  her  to  make  some 
dreadful  disclosure,  and  said — 

^'Go  on." 

^^  I  cannot  stand  this  disgrace — no,  I  would 
sooner  be  dead.  When  1  came  here  it  was  not 
to  confess  all,  but  now  I  will  clear  myself." 

Though  she  trembled  so  violently  that  it 
affected  her  voice,  she  proceeded — 

^'  Your  reverence  knows  there  is  a  trap  for 
the  pig  to  go  in  and  out  at  my  father's — the 
same  as  at  the  widow  Brennan's  ;  well,  seeing 
O'Shane  go  in,  I  crept  to  the  hole,  and  heard 
him  confess  to  two  murders  ;  and  my  father 
told  him  it  was  ISTed  Fagan,  the  suiuggler,  who 
shot  old  Mr.  Darcy  ;  but  before  I  could  get 
B  3 
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away,  what  should  come  on  me  but  a  cough, 
and  the  two  of  them  discovered  me,  and  asked 
if  I  had  heard  the  talk  ?  '  Yes,'  said  I ;  and 
that  same  night,  when  it  was  black  dark,  and 
the  fire  clean  out,  I  was  awoke  with  some  one 
feeling  at  my  throat.  I  jumped  up  and  found 
myself  held ;  but  the  Lord  gave  me  strength 
to  tear  myself  away.  T  ran  to  Mis.  O'lN'oiPs 
cabin — poor  woman  !"  here  she  drew  a  deep 
sigh,  and  her  voice  faltered;  ^'poor  woman,  she 
is  beyond  all  trouble  now  ;  and  God  help  that 
unfortunate  Hugh — ever  since,  my  father  owes 
him  a  grudge,  thinking  I  told  on  him  and 
O'Shane;  and— but— " 

^'  Go  on,  Nelly,"  said  the  priest,  leaning  for- 
ward ;  for  her  voice  had  become  almost  in- 
audible. 

''  I  wish,"  resumed  the  girl,  with  a  deep 
sigh,  ^^  you  could  read  my  heart's  thoughts  in 
my  two  eyes,  without  making  me  speak  up." 

*'  Go  on,"  repe.ited  the  priest,  running  his 
hand  across  his  forehead.  '^  Why  have  you 
allowed  yourself  to  remain  so  long  under  the 
dreadful  scandal  which — " 

^'  Hush!"  whispered  the  girl,  recovering  from 
the  momentary  emotion,  '^  hush,  the  bare 
thought  makes  my  face  burn ;  oh  !  the  way 
it  is  making  the  blood  tiugle  in  my  cheek.  Yes, 
I  will  go  on ;    it  was  them  made  Hugh  join 
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their  night  meetings,  and  shoot  at  the  Agent. 
I  heard  them  since  planning  to  murder  Doyle, 
and  it  was  that  made  me  go  live  there — to  save 
his  life  and  put  him  on  his  guard.  Ke  spoke 
to  me,''  she  resumed,  with  an  angry  flash  of 
her  eyes,  ^^  once  to  make  me  his  wife  ;  but  I 
knew  him,  the  cold  deceiver,  and  told  him  his 
life  was  in  my  keeping,  but  if  ever  he  dared  to 
speak  to  me  in  that  fashion  again,  I  would 
leave  his  house  that  same  minute.  I^ow,  your 
reverence  will  tell  me  who  spoke  the  bad  word 
against  me  before  I  go  on." 

"  Your  own  father  ;  he  it  was  who  told  me." 

^'  My  own  father  !  then  I  will  tell  all.  1  heard 
him  and  Dennis  0' Shane  talking,  on  another 
night,  when  I  went  down  to  tell  my  father  that 
the  Agent  suspected  him,  and  he  said,  'Dennis, 
you  shoot  Doyle,  because  you  got  the  pound,  and 
leave  that  Englishman,  and  mad  Darcy  to  me.'  " 

The  priest's  hair  stood  on  end  as  he  exclaimed 
vehemently  — 

"  Great  God  !  why  did  you  never  divulge 
aUthis?" 

"  Because  I  could  not  tell  on  the  one  without 
betraying  my — the  other;  and  only  for  my 
father  throwing  the  bad  word  on  my  charac- 
ter— "  she  hesitated,  and  breathed  quick. 

''  Go  on,  Nelly  !" 
■    "Your  reverence  remembers  my  poor  mother," 
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here  the  girl  bowed  her  head,  and  tears  fell  fast 
on  the  priest's  feet,  who  replied,  with  a  face  of 
increasing  alarm — 

^'Yes,  I  do;  she  was  found  dead  in  her  bed." 

'NeWj  placed  the  back  of  her  hands  on  Father 
Tracey's  trembling  knees,  and  burying  her  head 
between  the  palms,  shook  convulsively. 

"  Come,  come,  do  not  be  foolish,"  said  the 
priest,  in  a  choking  voice.  "  Don't  be  so  weak 
—come,  show  yourself — Nelly,  I  command 
you — nonsense,  be  calm,  as  you  were  before  ; 
there,  leave  off  sobbing ;  now,  go  on  !" 

The  girl  reeled  from  the  agony  of  her  feel- 
ings, and  tried  to  speak,  but  in  vain;  suffocating 
sobs  were  swelling  the  veins  in  her  neck,  almost 
to  bursting. 

"  Nelly,  he  resumed,  after  a  long  silence,,  '^1 
pity  you  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart — your 
distress  is  making  me  weak." 

It  was,  perhaps,  the  tone  of  soothing  sym- 
pathy in  which  he  spoke  which  burst  the  bar- 
rier in  her  throat ;  a  deep  groan  escaped  her 
lips,  followed  by  a  fresh  flood  of  tears. 

"Nelly,"  said  the  priest,  wiping  his  eyes, 
and  trying  to  control  his  feelings  ;  ''  you  must 
rest  a  little,  and  take — a  glass  of  water,  and 
then—" 

"  I  am  better  now  ;    them  tears  have   been 
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choking  me  ever  since  I  began  to  tell  on  my 
father — but  my  mother's  death — " 

^^  Did  your  father—?^' 

^^  No,  no  !  poor,  darling,  old  creature,  she 
died  by  the  smuggler's  hands  —  he  poisoned 
her,  to  prevent  her  being  a  witness  against 
him — so  my  fafcher  told  me,  and  I  believe  it." 

"  Conceal  nothing  from  me  ;  you  know  that 
whatever  is  confided  to  me — if  it  was  even  an 
attempt  on  my  own  life,  though  I  might  take 
every  precaution  to  prevent  the  murder,  I  dare 
not  reveal — it  was  very  sinful  of  you  not  to 
consult  me  at  first,  and  I  would  have  got  you 
to  warn  them." 

"  I  thought  it  would  be  more  wicked  to  give 
up  my  own  father  to  the  hangman — than — 
than — blood  is  thicker  than  water  — ^ — " 

After  a  long  pause,  which  the  priest  would 
not  break,  and  during  which  the  girl  was 
struggling  with  inward  feelings  of  affection 
and  indignation,  she  resumed,  in  a  wavering 
tone — 

'^  The  loss  of  my  character  is  what  is  break- 
ing my  heart.  I  forgive  trying  to  take  my 
life ;  but  to  go  stab  me  behind  my  back,  and 
to  your  holiness,  too,  that  is  more  than  mortal 
can  bear,  leave  alone  a  virtuous  girl,"  here  she 
clasped  her  hands,  and  raising  her  eyes  to  the 
ceiling,  said,  in  a  firm  voice,   ^'no,   I  will  not 
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bear  this,  and  all  the  suffering  I  have  gone  through 
to  save  him  ;  if  I  am  doing  wrong  in  speaking 
the  truth  now,  Lord  forgive  me — only  two  days 
ago,  I  went  in  the  evening  to  see  my  father, 
and  he  was  asleep,  and  looked  tired,  as  if  he  had 
leen  out  night  and  day;  when  1  touched  him,  he 
started,  and  without  speaking  said,  ^  Denny,  no 
matter  for  O'Neil,  no  use  wasting  the  powder  on 
him — the  fever  is  there,  and  it  will  not  be  long 
before  it  rots  him  ;  but  *  Doyle  !  here,  give  me 
the  pistol,'  with  that  he  started  clean  up  on  the 
bed,  looked  at  me  very  hard,  and  when  he  was 
going  to  ask  questions,  I  said,  ^father,  the  Agent 
does  not  think  well  of  you,  for  all  that  the  two 
of  you  seem  so  friendly/  and  with  them  words 
I  went  away,  and  when  I  reached  Mr.  Doyle's 
he  was  reading  a  piece  of  paper ;  ^  there,  IN'elly/ 
says  he,  ^  is  another  notice,  a  knock  came  at 
the  door,  and  I  found  it  stuck  to  the  key-hole.' 
Then,  as  if  in  uncertainty,  '  I  think  he  is  going 
to  Am. erica,  because  I  heard  him  and  my  father, 
and  that  villain  l!^ed  Fagan  whispering,  with 
their  three  heads  together ;  but  they  spoke  so 
low,  I  could  only  get  to  hear  Mr.  Doyle  say, 
'  Whist,  not  so  loud,  speak  lower.'  He  is 
getting  a  power  of  clothes,  and  has  set  Frank 
Young's  farm  for  next  to  nothing,  to  get  a  big 
fine  in  hand ;  they  say  £400,  and  I  hear  he  is 
driving  all  the  tenants,  and  threatening  to  put 
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them  on  the  high  road,  if  they  do  not  pay  up  at 
once ;  every  day,  he  comes  in  with  the  full  up 
of  his  pocket  with  bank-notes  and  gold,"  she 
continued  ;  but  in  a  changed  tone,  and  sinking 
her  voice  to  a  whisper,  **  Mr.  Doyle  was  shot 
in  the  arm  last  night  in  coming  home  ;  he  told 
me  to  say  nothing  to  any  one  about  it ;  but 
when  I  told  my  father  I  saw  him  tremble  all 
over,  and  drop  his  eye ;  he  pretended  to  make 
fun,  and  called  out,  *  so  he  has  a  box  full  of 
bank-notes  !  Well,  Felly,  where  does  he  keep 
the  like  ?  Of  course  in  his  room  ;  may  be  he  is 
going  to  America — listen,  he  is — no;  yes, 
well — no  matter  if  he  is,  it  is  no  business  of 
ours '  " 

*^  But  about  Mr.  Hervey — do  you  know  any 
thing  more  of  him  ?"  asked  the  priest. 

'^  No." 

The  priest  remained  absorbed  in  thought — 
his  forehead  buried  in  his  handkerchief.  After 
a  time,  he  asked  if  she  had  not  formed  an  at- 
tachment to  some  one  in  her  own  class  of  life. 

She  started  on  finding  her  love  secrets  were 
to  be  probed ;  but  after  drawing  a  long  breath, 
she  replied — 

"Yes;  but " 

*^  Who  was  the  man  ?" 

She  bcwed  her  crimsoning  face,  and  remained 
silent  and  confused. 
B  5 
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^^  Don't  be  afraid — ^speak,  it  will  never  go 
beyond  my  breast ;  come,  say." 

"  I  dare  not  tell,  your  reverence  \¥ill " 

''  He  is  a  Protestant !" 

She  bowed  her  head  lower,  and  did  not  see 
the  priest's  darkening  features. 

"  Answer  me,  girl !" 

A  long  breath,  drawn  in  four  short,  gasping 
sighs,  was  her  only  reply — she  looked  up  for  a 
second  imploringly. 

"  Don't  think  to  hide  his  name  from  me — 
speak  !  I  command  you  !" 

''  They  would  transport  him  if  he  was 
caught." 

^'Then  you  mean,"  whispered  the  priest, 
*'  old  Frank's  son." 

^'  Hush  I"  sighed  the  girl,  burying  her  face 
in  her  hands,  and  bursting  into  tears  again. 

"  Well,  you  must  try  to  forget  him,"  in  a 
softened  tone,  '^  and  look  out  for  a  man  of  your 
own  religion — do  you  hear  me  Nelly  ?" 

A  silent  shake  of  her  head  was  all  the  reply  ; 
but  it  spoke  volumes. 

^'  Did  you  ever  bear  your  father  talking  of 
papers  that  Joe  iound  '?" 

Delighted  at  finding  the  question  led  from 
her  heart's  own  secrets,  she  raised  her  tearful 
eyes,  thought  for  a  second,  and  answered — 

"-  Yes,    my  father    had    a    sheet    like   the 
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lawyers  use  ;  I  overheard  him  reading  it  to 
O'Shane ;  but  Dennis  held  it  fast  in  his  two 
hands,  and  would  not  trust  it  out  of  hia 
fingers." 

''  What  did  they  do  with  them  ?" 
"  Dennis  hearing  me  stir,  and   seeing   me, 
says  he,  coming  up  quite  free  and  easy,  the 
villain,  as  if  he  was  not  afraid  to  look  at  me — 

*  Nelly,  tell  Doyle  to  get  the  coffin  ready;  for — 
for  James  Young  will  have  his  life,'  "  she 
checked  herself,  as  if  the  name  had  slipped 
from  her  lips,  and  coloured  deeper  than  ever. 

After  the  priest  had  absolved  her,  IN'elly's 
natural  gentleness  returned ;  she  seemed  dis- 
tressed at  having  said  so  much  about  her 
father,  and  felt  that  she  had  been  led  on  by 
her  indignant  feelings  on  discovering  that  he 
had  so  basely  maligned  her.  Eising  sorrow- 
fully, she  gazed  with  a  look  of  unspeakable 
entreaty  into  the  priest's  face. 

*^  I  understand  you,  my  poor  girl — I  will 
never  betray  you." 

"  The  Lord  bless  your  holiness  !"  murmured 
Nelly,  gratefully. 

•  Father  Tracey  led  her  to  the  hall-door,  and 
as  he  closed  it,  said  to  himself — 

*'  Poor  thing,  her  heart  is  nearly  broken." 
Nelly,  on  gaining  the  open  air,  leant  against 
a  tree,  contending  again..; l  shame  she  had  no 
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right  to  feel  for  herself,  love  she  felt  for  another, 
and  filial  affection  condemning  her  for  betraying 
her  father. 

^'  I  will  not  cry  any  more,"  she  said,  drying 
her  tears,  "it  is  no  use  reproaching  myself  now 
— I  will  go  to  him — I  will  warn  him — he  is 
my  father,  and  perhaps  he  thought — oh  no,  no, 
he  knew  I  was  innocent — " 

With  her  head  bent  beneath  the  weight  of 
grief,  shame,  and  love,  the  heart-stricken  girl 
tottered  towards  her  father's  cabin. 

When  Kelly  reached  the  hut,  Nowlan  was 
from  home,  and  the  door  locked  ;  he  had  gone 
to  the  widow  Brennan's  where  he  was  to  meet 
O'Shane.  The  night  was  dark,  and  though  an 
occasional  glimpse  of  the  moon  broke  out  from 
behind  the  black  and  smothering  clouds,  it  was 
one  well  fitted  to  suit  their  rendezvous.  ISTow- 
lan,  who  had  stolen  in  stealthily,  was  sitting  by 
the  turf  fire  smoking  his  pipe,  and  watching  a 
large  hole  in  one  side  of  the  wall,  through 
which  a  head  of  matted  hair  presently  pro- 
truded, and  from  whence  the  glaring  eyes  of 
the  black  Avolf  darted  around  the  cabin,  and 
then  fixed  themselves  on  Nowlan.  A  signal 
passed  between  tiiem,  and  the  next  instant 
Dennis  O'Shane's  gaunt  figure  emerged  partly 
through  the  hole,  but  he  came  no  farther. 
"  Now,  Tim,"    began   the   fellow,    "  throw 
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open  the  door  and  the  devil  a  morsel  they  will 
suspect  I  am  here — them  police !  they  are 
running  me  within  an  inch  of  my  life,  come, 
speak  quick,  what  is  it  you  haye  to  tell  me,  no 
beating  about  the  bush,  out  with  it  like  a  man, 
there  is  not  a  minute  to  spare." 

Kowlan's  yellow  forehead  contracted  into 
deep  furrows,  whilst  with  downcast  eyes  he 
proceeded  in  his  oily  way. 

'''  Denny  honey,  only  for  the  manner  I  stand 
to  you,  misleading  them,  you  would  be  rotting 
in  the  gaol,  or  hanging  by  the  neck  long 
ago." 

'*  Speak  for  yourself  man — the  devil  a  ever 
I'll  hang  by  the  neck." 

"  It's  no  use  being  vexed,  the  pair  of  us 
mxust  leave  this ;  only  last  night  that  mad 
Darcy  broke  into  the  cabin  and — and  most  shot 
me." 

'^  Why  don't  you  show  yourself  a  man,  and 
get  him  out  of  our  way  ?" 

Novvland  did  not  reply,  but  beetled  his 
shaggy  brows  till  he  looked  frightful. 

''So  you  missed  him,"  resumed  O'Shane, 
*'  and  he  not  five  yards  from  you,  it's  time  for 
you  to  go  abroad,  Tim,  you  are  getting  too  old 
to  earn  the  gold  pound,  your  hand  is  shakey." 

''  No,  the  divil  a  shakey  !  I  hit  him  in  the 
arm  and,    may   be,   best  that  I  did  not  finish 
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him,  for  he  went  home  wounded,  and  told 
Nelly  not  to  say  a  word ;  you  see  it  wont  suit 
him  to  be  kept  in  this  country  to  prove  against 
me,  if  even  he  knew  who  shot  at  him,  but  this 
is  not  the  talk,  he  is  going  to  America  on 
the  sly.  Whisper,  the  box  in  his  room  is  full 
up  of  gold,  and  bank  notes — sorrow  a  word  of 
lie  I  am  telling  you — Denny,  they  say  it  is  a 
fine  country  and  tobaccy  is  mortal  cheap  there 
— I  am  thinking  it  would  suit  the  pair  of  us 
to  the  full— what  do  you  think  ?" 

*''  Think  !  why,  that  it's  you  that  is  the  clever 
darling,  bad  cess  to  me.  I  am  ready — only  say 
the  word !  it  is  no  use  expecting  to  hide  from 
them  cursed  police  no  longer,  only  for  the  bogs 
they  had  me  twice  this  week,  and  once  Joe 
— but  how  cute  the  fool  is,  the  divil  blow  the 
tell  he  will  tell  where  his  father  is — but  it's  no 
matter — you  say  he  is  rotting  with  the  black 
fever  up  in  the  mountains — that  Englishman  is 
worse  than  the  police — sure  I  saw  him  twice  in 
the  nunnery  hole  after  me,  only  that  I  was  so 
knowing,  what  do  you  think  1  did,  whisper." 

Nowlan  leant  over  to  catch  the  words. 

"  Capital,  that  was  the  proper  trick,  Denny, 
ha,  ha,  ha  !" 

"But  mind  you  Tim,  the  curse  of  satan  on 
me  if  I  do  not  let  him  know  what  it  is  to  be 
chasing  a  black  wolf  into  his  den — " 
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O'Shane's  white  fangs  were  fiercely  exposed, 
and  his  eyes  glared  savagely  ;  he  resumed — 

^^  Let  him  come  on  me  this  same  night,  and 
we  will  see  what  the  story  will  be  to-morrow." 

"  Hush,  man,  leave  him  alone,  and  keep  out 
of  his  way,  there  is  better  work  for  us." 

IS'owlan  went  over  to  the  opening,  and 
whispered  so  low  that  O'Shane  called  out — 

"  Speak  up,  I  can't  hear  you,  it  is  like  a 
bumble  bee  in  my  ear." 

Each  stared  in  the  other's  face  to  see  if  he 
might  be  trusted;  Nowlan  said,  in  a  wheed- 
ling tone — 

"  Give  me  the  papers  Denny,  honey  ?  and  I 
will  make  the  bargain  and  get  the  money  from 
both  parties — and  with  that,  and  Doyle's  box 
of  gold—" 

^'  Sure  the  nun  oflPered  me  money  for  the 
papers,  after  she  read  them,"  interrupted 
O'Shane. 

Nowlan  again  asked  O'Shane  to  give  him 
the  certificates.  Dennis  fixed  his  fierce  eyes 
on  him  with  searching  scrutiny,  and  was  just 
going  to  consent,  when  Nowlan's  extreme 
anxiety  to  secure  them,  betrayed  bim,  and 
O'Shane,  changing  his  mind,  thrust  the  parcel 
back  into  the  lining  of  his  freize ;  and  with  a 
cunning  and  threatcnng  shake  of  the  head 
gave  way  to  hoarse  laughter. 
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T^owlan  saw,  at  a  glance,  that  Dennis  Lad 
fathomed  his  intentions,  and  that  he  suspected 
what  was  said  about  the  Agent's  gold  was  only 
a  trap  to  win  his  confidence  before  asking  for 
the  papers. 

^'  At  the  old  work  you  are  again,  you 
slippery  snake  ?"  exclaimed  O'Shane,  with  a 
snarl  of  derision,  "  I  am  not  the  fool  you  take 
me  to  be,  Timmy,  darling — no  use  staring  at 
the  door  to  make  me  hold  my  tongue,  no,  I  am 
not  like  you,  afraid  of  the  dead  coming  to 
me.'' 

Nowlan  became  livid,  and  trembling  vio- 
lently, muttered — 

''  Last  night." 

"Last  divils !  I  tell  you,  the  man  that 
sleeps  on  a  coffin  is  not  the  lad  to  be  frightened 
— you  may  take  the  gold  and  welcome — but 
sorrow  a  paper  you  ever  get  from  me  to  pay 
your  passage  to  America  ;  how  mortal  clever 
you  aie  all  of  a  sudden ;  do  you  understand 
that  talk  ?  every  one  for  himself.  I  will  make 
my  own  bargain  with  the  Englishman." 

"  He  will  shoot  you  dead  on  the  spot." 

*'  What  a  child  I  am  to  want  you  tor  a  nurse 
to  teach  me  how — hush,  whist ! — by  gorra, 
it  is  the  police — if  you  have  betrayed  me," 
pointing  the  pistol  at  his  breast,  "  you  are  a 
dead  man." 
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Nowlan  was  going  to  yell,  but,  by  a  choking 
effort,  he  gurgled — 

''  Ko,  no  !" 

^ext  instant  I^Towlan's  glaring  eyes  disap- 
peared, and  Kennedy  stood  within  the  cabin. 

Kowlau,  whose  conscience  kept  him  in 
dreadful  uncertainty,  took  quick  pulls  at  his 
pipe,  raising  around  his  face  all  the  smoke  he 
could,  until  it  was  nearly  hid  in  the  cloud. 
Kennedy  studied  his  forbidden  countenance. 

IN^owlan  felt  the  searching  stare,  though  his 
back  was  turned ;  he  would  have  given  any- 
thing at  this  moment  to  hear  voices ;  bat 
having  sat  so  long  without  pretending  to  notice 
the  intrusion,  he  dared  not  move,  believing  it 
was  Darcy  ;  instinctively  doubling  himself  up, 
as  does  a  hare,  when  she  expects  to  be  pounced 
on  in  her  form,  he  gathered  all  his  strength, 
as  if  for  a  spring.  Such  were  his  feelings, 
whilst  he  believed  that  Darcy's  hand  would 
seize  him ;  but  when  Kennedy  spoke,  and 
asked  if  he  had  seen  O'Shane,  Nowlan's  nerves 
relaxed,  and  had  he  not  caught  him  by  the 
back  of  the  neck,  the  wretch  would  have  fallen 
into  the  fire. 

With  a  stare  between  affright  and  conscious 
guilt,  he  looked  up,  and  seeing  who  held  him, 
gradually  recovered,  glanced  at  his  face  to  read 
his  fate,  then  dropped  his  head  in  alarm. 
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When  interrogated  concerning  0' Shane,  he 
replied — 

^^  It's  little  I  know  of  the  villain.  I  was 
thinking  of  my  poor  l!^ellj,  when  you  came  in, 
and  the  disgrace  her  bad  ways  is  bringing  on 
me  and  herself — no  one  would  believe  such  a 
wicked  girl  on  her  oath — I  am  thinking  to  dis- 
own her  for  my  child— but  a  father's  feel- 
ings— " 

Here  he  interrupted  himself  with  a  sigh, 
deep  and  well  feigned,  whilst  Kennedy,  shaking 
him  fiercely,  cried  out— 

'^  Where  is  he  ?  your  daughter  never  gave 
you  an  uneasy  thought  except  for  your  own 
safety;  there  is  more  on  your  conscience  about 
her  than  people  suspect — it  will  out  some  day, 
you  hypocrite !" 

Burying  his  head,  which  he  dared  not  raise, 
between  his  knees,  I^owlan  forced  up  sigh 
after  sigh,  till  they  sounded  like  a  snake  hiss- 
ing preparatory  to  stinging, 

''  False  rascal !"  exclaimed  Kennedy,  bit- 
terly, "  only  for  being  so  often  sent  astray  by 
you,  O'Shane  would  long  ago  have  been  in 
gaol — feelings !  mark  my  words,  the  hemp  is 
hackled  which  will  help  you  to  hold  up  your 
sorrowing  head ;  I  believe  you  to  be  as  great 
a  villain  almost  as  0' Shane  !" 

Nowlan  darted  his  keen  eye  on  the  officer, 
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as  if   it  would  have  pierced  his  brain,  then 
said — 

^^  Prophecy  for  your  own  self." 

Kennedy  cluched  Nowlan's  throat,  but  in- 
stantly releasing  him,  said — 

"  iSo,  I  will  leave  you  for  the  hangman," 
and  left  the  cabin. 

Other  scenes  were  going  on  at  Golden  Fort. 
Colonel  Dawson  was  so  much  taken  with 
Leslie,  who  had  made  a  morning  call,  that  he 
insisted  on  his  staying  to  dinner ;  he  had,  at 
first,  declined ;  but  finding  the  old  officer  de- 
termined, he,  at  last,  accepted.  Emma  offered 
to  show  him  the  pleasure  grounds,  the  conser- 
vatories, her  pets — the  white  Arab  in  particu- 
lar— and  he  could  not  refuse. 

Some  time  passed  away  thus,  more  than  they 
were  aware  of.  But  there  was  one  to  whom 
their  absence  appeared  very  long.  Colonel 
Dawson  paced  the  drawing-room  impatiently  ; 
at  last,  he  stood  anxiously  looking  out  at  the 
window  ;  but  there  was  no  sign  of  his  daugh- 
ter's return.  Unce  he  wae  going  to  touch  the 
bell,  and  enquire  fur  them,  but  a  feeling  of 
pride  prevented  him  questioning  a  servant. 
He  was  thinking  of  going  out  himself,  when 
the  two  emerged  from  a  bower  of  myrtles,  and 
came  slowly  up  the  avenue. 

Had  the  Colonel  beheld  his  daughter  laugh- 
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ing  and  flirting  playfully  with  the  visitor,  as 
he  had  so  frequently  seen  her  do  with  others, 
he  had  felt  easy  at  heart;  but  the  loitering 
walk,  and  the  silent  earnestness  on  their  faces 
made  him  very  thoughtful. 

As  Emma  did  not  come  to  her  father,  but 
went  straight  to  her  own  room,  Colonel  Daw- 
son, with  the  straightforwardness  of  an  old 
soldier,  allowed  his  guest  only  time  to  enter, 
then  asked,  rather  abruptly — 

^'  Are  you  related  to  General  Leslie  ?  I  have 
been  thinking  that  as  your  names  are  spelt 
alike,  you  may  be  the  son  of  an  old  friend  with 
whom  I  served  in  the  Peninsular  war — I  know 
he  had  one.'' 

Leslie  turned  to  the  window — a  scarcely 
perceptible  hectic  tinged  his  cheek,  but  was  un- 
observed by  the  Colonel. 

"  No,  there  exists  not  the  most  distant  re- 
lationship between  us,  that  I  am  aware  of." 

^^  You  must  be  related  to  the  Gordon  family 
— I  think  I  saw  on  your  crest — " 

The  hectic  spread  like  a  sheet  of  fire  over 
Leslie's  face. 

*'  Was  Lord  Gordon,"  resumed  the  Colonel, 
''  in  London  at  the  time  your  regiment  was 
quartered  there  ?" 

"  He  was." 

''  I  knew  him  very  well  before  that  unfor- 
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tunate — "  the  old  soldier  made  a  jerk  back  as 
if  he  had  been  within  a  foot  of  a  shell  ready 
to  explode,  and  checking  himself,  said — ^^  I 
forgot  I  was  speaking  to  a  relative." 

As  Leslie  did  not  reply,  and  still  kept  his 
back  turned,  the  Colonel  drew  back  into  his 
battery,  and  after  a  long  silece  fired  a  stray 
shot — 

*'  Wliat  was  your  mothers's  family  name  ?" 

So  true  was  tlie  shot,  that  Leslie  reeled  and 
leant  against  the  window  frame. 

"  TV  hat  ails  you,  my  dear  sir?"  asked  the 
Colonel  in  evident  agitation,  but  unconscious 
of  the  cause  of  his  guest's  sudden  indispo- 
sition. 

^^I    am   subject,"  replied  Leslie,  in   a   low 

voice,  to  attacks  of I  will  step  out  into 

the  open  air." 

He  walked  out  to  the  hall,  leant  against  one 
of  the  marble  statues,  and  by  a  great  effort 
recoAered  himself  just  at  the  moment  Emma 
was  coming  down  stairs,  when  he  relapsed 
again,  and  was  obliged  to  lean  on  the  pedestal 
for  support. 

^'  Papa,"  exclaimed  Miss  Dawson,  addressing 
her  father,  who,  owing  to  a  hip  wound,  fol- 
lowed his  guest  slowly,  ^'  Captain  Leslie  is 
ill."  In  alow  whisper,  ''  what  ails  you?  you 
were    unhappy    all   this    morning — you    said 
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something  was  preying  on  your  mind— -and 
now — " 

^^  I  amq  uite  recovered,  Miss  Dawson,  thank 
you — it  has  gone  off ;  but — as  it  may  return — ■ 
Colonel  Dawson  you  must  excuse  me  staying 
to-day." 

^'  My  dear  sir,  you  are  not  to  think  of  going  ; 
you  know  that  it  is  your  duty,  as  a  young  cap- 
lain,  to  obey  an  old  colonel ;  come,  come,  I  will 
not  hear  of  your  moving,  at  present  at  least." 

"  Need  I  say  how  happy — if — but,  really  I 
must  ask,  as  a  favour,  that  you  will  order  my 
horse." 

Emma's  beautiful  eyes  spoke  pleadingly, 
but  she  never  uttered  a  w^ord  until  his  charger 
stood  on  the  gravel  diive  ;  then,  as  he  held 
out  his  hand,  first  to  the  Colonel  and  next 
to  herself,  she  whispered  in  that  winning 
tone  of  peculiar  sweetness  so  dangerous  to  the 
listener — • 

"  My  asking  you  to  stay  would  be  useless^ — 
I  know  you  would  refuse  m^." 

Without  any  reply  but  a  sad  bow  and  a 
mournful  smile,  he  mounted  his  powerful 
horse  and  rode  down  the  avenue  buried  in 
deep  thought.  When  he  gained  the  high  road, 
there  was  a  struggle  going  on  in  his  breast ;  he 
was  trying  to  crush  some  thoughts  which 
sprung  up,    and   which  held   out  some   great 
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temptation.  After  a  long  fight  with  himself 
(for  the  noblest  men,  unknown  to  the  world, 
have  their  evil  moments  to  contend  against), 
he  suddenly  grasped  his  reins  tightly,  and, 
after  another  second  of  indecision,  the  horse 
sprang  forward  from  the  goading  rowels. 

Hurriedly  alighting  at  his  hotel,  he  hurried 
up  to  Sir  Henry  Gale's  apartments,  and  with 
no  other  announcement  than  ^'Are  you  there 
Gale  ?"  threw  open  door  after  door  until  he 
reached  his  dressing-room,  where  he  stood 
looking  around.  The  dressing-case  remained 
exactly  as  he  had  seen  it  the  day  before  ;  there 
was  no  sign  of  the  Baronet  having  returned  to 
the  hotel  after  leaving  on  the  night  previous. 
Pulling  the  bell  violently,  he  asked  of  Sir 
Henry's  valet  if  his  master  had  been  at  home. 

"  No,  sir ;  and  there  is  a  strange  story  afloat 
that  master  and  Mr.  Hervey  went  out  to  get 
satisfaction." 

*^  What  caused  such  a  ridiculous  report  ?" 

^'  I  heard  Mr.  Hervey  ask  master  to  appoint 
the  time   and  place — and — besides,   Mr.  Her- 

vey's  little  page,  who  was  present  when , 

but  there  is  no  getting  to  know  particulars 
from  him,  he  is  so  guarded." 

Captain  Leslie  mused  long  and  seriously, 
then  asked  the  valet  where  were  his  master's 
duelling  pistols  ? 
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"  Gone,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  pointing  to 
the  empty  case. 

Leslie,  without  showing  what  he  felt,  re- 
turned to  his  own  rooms,  and  pushing  the  wine 
glasses  impatiently  on  one  side,  filled  a  tumbler 
with  sherry,  emptied  it  at  a  draught ;  then 
mounting  his  horse  again,  rode  slowly  through 
the  village,  not  to  excite  alarm  or  suspicion ; 
and  when  on  the  road  half  a  mile,  galloped  to 
the  priest's. 

Father  Tracey  was  extremely  uneasy  about 
Hervey  ;  and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  say  that  he 
had  unpleasant  fears  about  Sir  Henry  Gale  and 
his  friend. 

^'  Is  the  Baronet  an  honorable  man  ?"  asked 
the  priest  meaningly. 

"  On  what  men  of  the  world  call  points  of 
honor  he  is,"  replied  Leslie,  evasively ;  ^*  in 
such  a  matter  as  this  he  will  take  no  unfair 
advantage he  is  a  dead  shot.'' 

The  priest,  looking  anxiously  at  Leslie,  and 
whispered — 

'^  Mind,  at  dusk  to  morrow  evening,  and  say 
not  a  word  to  living  soul." 
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CHAPTER   IL 


It  was  a  little  past  dusk  on  tlie  evening  the 
priest  had  appointed  to  meet  Leslie,  when 
Ilervey  fell  in  with  Joe,  and  asked  him  if  he 
had  seen  anything  of  Sir  Henry  Gale.  Joe 
looked  at  him  quietly  and  said — 

^'  He  knows  the  Agent  struck  Joe,  and  he  is 
going  to  shoot  him  ;  whisper — I  saw  him  play- 
ing with  his  little  guns,  and  putting  them  in 
his  breast  in  the  fashion  Denny  does ;  he  is 
waiting  at  the  stile."  Seeing  Hervey  rush  in 
that  direction,  Joe  ran  after  him  and  said, 
*'  Maybe  he  will  shoot  you  for  the  Agent — 
don't  go." 

'^  Leave  me,  boy,  this  instant !  I  have  a 
settling  to  make  with  him  !" 

*'  Did  you  see  ere  a  hare  ?"  asked  Joe,  inno- 
cently turning  back. 

Hervey  hurried  on ;  the  spot  which  he  was 
making  for  was  the  same  where  the  priest  had 
found   him  in   such  distress.      As  he   neared 
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the  stile  he  looked  around,  and  seeing  no  one, 
muttered  deep  imprecations  against  Gale.  A 
glimpse  of  moonlight  showed  him  a  form,  at 
twenty  paces,  lying  close  under  the  hedge,  as 
if  in  ambush.  TJncertain  who  it  might  be, 
Hervey  with  a  beating  heart  crept  along  the 
fence  until  he  was  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
person.  Suddenly  he  grasped  his  pistol — 
Heaven  knows  what  mad  thought  rushed  on 
his  brain,  but  instantly  he  thrust  it  far  down 
into  his  breast,  and  seemed  deeply  humiliated 
by  his  first  act. 

He  remained  noiselessly  gazing  on  Sir  Henry 
Gale,  who  was  resting  his  head  on  his  hand, 
the  arm  of  which  was  on  the  ground  ;  he  was 
lying  on  his  side,  perfectly  motionless.  There 
was  in  his  face,  which  he  could  see  plainly, 
something  indescribably  sorrowful.  Unobserved 
Hervey  remained  silently  watching  him.  It 
was  not  the  pain  from  his  swollen  ankle — it 
was  not  the  fatigue  he  had  undergone  of  mind 
and  body — nor  was  it  the  grief  occasioned  by 
the  lost  deeds  which  was  affecting  the  baronet 
so  deeply ;  no,  a  feeling  more  exquisitely 
searching  was  at  work  within  his  heart.  His 
thoughts  were  with  the  past ;  he  thought  of 
Violetta — so  innocent,  so  beautiful,  so  con- 
fiding; and  now  his  mind  saw  a  withered 
flower,  and  his  soul  felt  that  with  his  touch  it 
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had  faded.  At  last  he  sighed  aloud,  and  sud- 
denly starting,  as  his  eye  caught  Hervey's 
shadow,  he  raised  himself  to  a  sitting  posture, 
drew  out  a  pistol,  but  seeing  who  it  was,  Gale 
puJled  his  cloak  over  his  face,  to  remain  un- 
known. 

Hervey  continued  to  stare  on  hira  for  some 
time  longer ;  then,  as  if  some  unaccountable 
feeling  was  creeping  over  him,  moved  away 
silently  and  hastily,  to  the  nunnery. 

Gale,  too,  rose  and  followed  immediately 
after ;  and,  examining  the  caps  on  his  pistols, 
dogged  Hervey's  footsteps. 

It  was  long  past  dusk  when  the  priest  and 
Leslie  met  by  appointment ;  they  spoke  in  low 
guarded  tones,  and  paused  whenever  the  moon 
glared  from  the  blood-red  clouds — they  did  not 
wish  to  be  seen. 

Father  Tracey  stepped  forward  when  they 
reached  the  widow  Erennan's,  whilst  his  com- 
panion remained  concealed. 

Nowlan  was  sitting  alone  at  the  turf  fire, 
smoking  his  short  pipe,  when  he  heard  the  foot- 
steps, and  looking  round  saw  who  was  the  in- 
truder. Taking  off  his  hat,  with  servile  re- 
spect, he  held  his  pipe  behind  his  back,  and 
seemed  unable  to  speak,  so  much  was  he  con- 
fused and  alarmed, 
c  3 
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^^  Where  were  you  the  night  before  last, 
I^owlan  ?"  asked  the  priest,  seriously. 

"'  In  my  bed,"  gasped  Tim. 

*^  Did  you  hear  that  Doyle  was  shot  at  and 
wounded  ?" 

"  Mr.  Doyle  ! — the  Agent !  [N'ow,  was  he, 
your  holiness  ?  Well,  I  was  expecting  to  hear 
so  much,  for  I  saw  James  Young — old  Erank's 
son — following  him  ;  and  1  knew  he  owed  him 
a  grudge,  in  regard  of  their  being  turned  out 
of  the  farm.'' 

The  priest  did  not  believe  a  word  ;  but  it 
suited  his  purpose  to  appear  to  attach  credit  to 
his   assertion. 

"  !N"ow,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Sir  Henry  Gale 
any  time  this  day,  or  this  night  ?  I  am  anxious 
to  know." 

Nowlan  considered,  and  replied — 

^'No." 

''  Did  you  see  or  hear  any  thing  of  Mr. 
Hervey  ?" 

Again  Nowlan  considered,  and  replied — 

''  Yes  ;  and  by  the  same  token,  Joe  was  here 
not  two  minutes  ago ;  and  the  creature  told 
me  he  saw  the  two  oi  them  standing  face  to 
face,  with  thei?  pistols  pointed  at  each  other's 
heads." 

''Where?" 

''  Well,  in  the  regard  of  where,  myself  never 
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thought  to  ask  ;  for  I  was  just  out  of  my  mind 
with  the  way  Nelly  is  bringing  shame  on  me 
and  herself." 

"  ^N'owlan,"  exclaimed  the  priest,  fiercely, 
"  there  is  a  God  in  heaven,  who  will  punish 
you  with  fearful  visitation  for  maligning  your 
daughter's  character — how  can  you  be  such  a 
villain  ?" 

"  Such  a  villain  ?  your  reverence  !" 

The  priest,  recollecting  his  promise  to  Nelly, 
said — 

"  Nowlan,  you  know  in  your  heart  that  she 
is  innocent." 

*'  Innocent !  Lord  help  your  holiness  ;  the 
like  of  you  to  be  deceived  in  this  way.  When 
did  she  ever  go  to  confession  ?" 

''  Last  night." 

^^  Last  night  1"  gasped  Nowlan,  dropping  to 
the  stool,  and  muttering  to  himself — 

''  I  am  lost !" 

After  a  terrible  effort  to  appear  calm,  which 
wrung  drops  of  perspiration  from  his  wrinkled 
skin,  he  said — 

"Well,  thank  heaven,  she  cannot  tell  any 
bad  of  me ;"  he  darted  his  keen,  grey  eye 
across  the  priest's  flxce,  but  it  was  immoveable; 
there  was  no  sign  on  it  to  lead  Nowlan  to  sup- 
pose he  had  any  knowledge  of  his  villany. 

"Now,"   resumed    Father    Tracey,    taking 
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advantage  of  the  fellow's  uncertainty,  *^  put 
me  into  the  way  of  finding  Mr.  Hervey." 

Nowlan,  after  careful  reflection,  during  which 
he  writhed  beneath  the  priest's  glance,  told 
him  that  the  fool  could  not  be  far  away,  and  if 
they  walked  sharp,  they  might  overtake  him 
before  he  reached  the  nunnery,  where  he 
fancied  Joe  was  going. 

Father  Tracey  gave  him  a  look  which  terrified 
the  old  sinner,  as  he  left  the  cabin  without 
another  command. 

The  priest  had  gone  so  far  in  Hervey's  in- 
terests, that  he  began  to  feel  the  deepest  con- 
cern in  his  welfare ;  laying  aside  all  differences 
of  religion  and  political  feelings,  he  linked  his 
arm  within  Captain  Leslie's,  and  proceeded 
towards  the  nunnery. 

''  Joe,  you  saw  Mr.  Hervey  ?"  began  the 
priest,  on  overtaking  the  lad. 

''  Yes  ;  and  the  little  jockey- gentleman  that 
rode  your  horse." 

'^  What  were  they  doing  ?" 

*'  Staring  up  at  God's  stars — see,  they  are 
winking  in  the  clouds  ?" 

''  Come,  like  a  fine  brave  boy,  tell  me  which 
of  them  shot — which  beat  ?" 

Nobody  beat  Joe,  because  Denny  would 
shoot  them  that  strikes  a  simple." 
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"  Well,  how  do  you  get  over  the  gate  ?" 

'*  Sure,  Denny  and  I  never  get  over  the 
gate." 

The  priest  was  getting  extremely  interested ; 
pausing  to  think  how  best  to  proceed,  he  said — 

*'  The  like  of  you  and  Denny  would  jump 
the  wall  after  a  hare — eh  !  Jije,  ha,  ha,  ha." 

"You  must  not  laugh  too  loud,  you  will 
frighten  the  hares,"  looking  vacantly  at  them  ; 
"  through  the  big  hole  we  go  in,  like  rabbits. 
Did  you  ere  see  a  rabbit  itself  —  they  are 
getting  scarce." 

"  Through  a  hole  under  the  wall  ?" 

The  boy  scratched  his  head  and  answered 
in  a  rambling  tone — 

"  The  moddy  was  sleeping  still ;  I  know 
where  they  put  her,  in  the  cold  ground ;  sure 
hunger  is  biting  the  daddy  hard — whist !  I 
carried  the  daddy  down  on  my  back  and  he 
is  going  to  shoot  the  Agent  for  striking  a 
simple." 

The  priest  and  Leslie  stared  hard  at  Joe, 
but  by  the  dim  glare  they  could  make  out 
nothing  from  his  face,  though  their  cheeks 
almost  touched  the  fool's,  the  creature  looked 
quietly  at  them. 

In  vain  did  the  priest  try  to  bring  back  the 
boy's  thoughts  to  Hervey  and  Gale ;  he  went 
on  muttering  to  himself  and   addressing  the 
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old  hound.  They  watched  him  narrowly  to 
detect  tiie  place  where  he  got  into  the  vault ; 
but  Joe,  by  a  kind  of  animal  instinct  which 
Providence  gives  to  madmen  to  atone  for 
depriving  them  of  their  sense,  frustrated  their 
attempts  to  discover  the  secret  passage  by  prowl- 
ing around  the  place ;  then  suddenly  vanishing. 

Father  Tracey  and  Leslie  returned  to  the 
gate,  and  after  the  latter  had  asked  several 
questions  to  find  his  way  to  the  vault,  he 
climbed  the  gate,  whilst  the  priest,  concealing 
himself  among  the  hawthorns,  awaited  his  re- 
turn in  a  fever  of  anxiety. 

"  Mr.  Tracey,'^  said  a  low  voice,  and  at  the 
same  time  a  hand  was  on  the  priest's  shoulder. 

*'How  you  startled  me  I"  exclaimed  the  priest. 

"  Was  that  Captain  Leslie  with  you  ?"  asked 
Kennedy. 

^'  Yes;  why,  you  are  everywhere." 

*^  liush  !"  keep  back,  close  to  me,  well  in 
under  the  hawthorns." 

'^  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Hervey  ?"  enquired 
the  priest  hastily. 

^^  Yes,  both  he  and  Sir  Henry  Gale ;  they 
were  in  high  words  at  first,  but  shortly  after- 
wards they  climbed  the  gate,  Hervey  assisting 
him,  and  then  they  went  on  silent  as  death." 

''  You  heard  no  shots  ?" 

^' None  I" 
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The  priest  breathed  more  freely. 

*^  By  Heavens  1  there  is  a  shot,"  exclaimed 
Kenne 'y. 

The  priest  trembled  so  violently,  that  he 
was  obliged  to  lean  against  the  thorn  stumps 
to  steady  himself  as  he  said — 

^^  In  God's  name  go,  blood  is  spilling,  it 
is  no  time  to  consider,  go  !  go  !" 

The  young  officer  and  two  of  his  most 
active  men  were  heard  to  drop  on  the  gravel 
on  the  other  side ;  then  followed  the  sounds 
of  running  feet  within  the  grounds.  The 
priest  had  remained  in  painful  uncertainty 
for  full  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  when  a  figure 
came  stealing  along  the  wall  towards  the 
spot  where  he  stood ;  but  on  perceiving  him 
under  the  hawthorns,  turned  back  hastily. 

''  Here  !  here  !  this  way  !  Dennis  0' Shane  ! 
the  murderer  I"  exclaimed  the  priest.  His 
cries  were  answered  from  within  by  Kennedy 
and  Leslie,  who  came  running  breathlessly  to 
the  gate.  In  an  incredibly  short  time  both 
had  joined  the  priest,  who  was  so  blown,  that 
he  could  only  point,  and,  in  catches  of  his 
breath,  ejaculate — 

''  Dennis— O'Shane  !" 

Although    they   searched    evei-y    spot,  they 
could    find    no    trace   of    the    rufiian.     Under 
the     circumstance     the    officer    proposed    re- 
c  5 
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turning  to  the  vault,  where  the  two  men  had 
been  left. 

Leslie  mentioned  to  Father  Tracey,  as 
Kennedy  hurried  away,  that  directed  by  the 
report,  he  had  reached  the  vault  about  five 
minutes  after  the  shot  was  fired,  and  though 
he  felt  hot  blood  on  a  cofiin  cover,  and  heard  a 
footstep,  he  could  discover  no  one. 

"  If  he  had  been  shot  by  Sir  Henry  Gale," 
said  Father  Tracey,  ^'  the  body  would  have 
been  there,  if  by  O'Shane,  which  I  greatly 
fear,  from  the  villain  appearing  so  shortly  after 
the  report,  he  has  hid  it  away." 

After  a  few  mere  remarks,  the  priest  and 
Leslie  n  oved  on  silently,  and  with  long  strides. 
They  had  not  gone  far  when  they  found 
Joe  sitting  on  the  side  of  a  fence ;  James 
Young  was  with  him,  but  the  moment  he  had 
seen  them  nearing,  he  had  hurriedly  stolen 
away.  The  boy,  though  ill,  tried  to  crawl 
back  into  the  dark  for  concealment. 

^'  What  ails  you  Joe  ?"  asked  the  priest. 

"  Joe  is  sick." 

*'  Is  the  falling  sickness  coming  on  ?" 

*^  No,  it  never  comes  so  soon,  only  last 
hunt  it  griped  the  poor  simple,  and  threw 
him  down." 

Although  they  questioned  the  creature  to 
knov  why  he  groaned,   and  in  what  part  of 
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the  body  he  was  suffering,   the   only  answer 
they  could  get  was — 

'^  Denny  told  Joe  not  to  cry.'' 

They  tried  to  bring  him  from  the  dark 
shade,  but  weak  as  he  was,  he  struggled  so 
hard,  that  they  let  him  go  ;  immediately  after- 
wards the  boy,  followed  by  his  whining 
hound,  crept  with  difficulty  up  and  over  the 
fence. 

Leslie  was  going  after  Joe,  when  the  priest 
said — • 

'    *^  You  will  discover  nothing  froai  him  ;  we 
had  better  leave  the  poor  boy." 

''  Out  all  night !  and  sick  !" 

*^  The  creature  spends  whole  nights  looking 
for  hares  ;  the  skies  are  often  the  only  cover- 
ing he  gets,  and  the  sheltery  side  of  a  ditch 
his  bed ;  habit  has  made  him  hardy ;  let  us 
leave — God  help  him  !" 

As  they  moved  on  with  long  strides  towards 
the  Agent's,  whither  the  priest  was  hurrying 
to  put  him  on  his  guard,  they  saw,  as  they 
neared  his  farm,  some  one,  keeping,  like  them- 
selves, on  the  darker  side  of  the  road. 

"  Let  us  keep  back,"  whispered  the  priest, 
*'  it  is  James  Young,  and  with  a  heavy,  mur- 
derous-looking stick  under  his  arm  ;  he  is  not 
one  of  my  congregation;  he  is  a  Protestant, 
but  I  believe   not  a  bad    man,    though  very 
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determined  and  passionate  fellow — where  is 
lie  going  ?" 

They  followed  till  they  saw  him  turn  into 
the  avenue  leading  to  the  Agent's,  and  there 
conceal  himself  behind  the  cottage. 

Up  the  drive,  they  saw  two  men  holding 
lanterns,  whilst  Doyle,  with  Nowlan  and 
another,  were  loading  a  cart  with  boxes  and 
trunks  in  the  most  stealthy  manner.  The 
priest  drew  back,  and  pressing  his  companion's 
arm  to  ensure  silence,  whispered  to  him  to 
follow  into  the  plantation,  where  they  had 
been  but  a  short  time  when  the  cart  with  its 
muffled  wheels  and  the  unshod  horse  passed 
noiselessly. 

As  they  went  by,  Doyle  said — 

'^  I^ow,  boys,  if  I  get  myself  and  the  boxes 
on  board,  you  shall  have  old  Young's  rent  for 
the  two  last  years ;  one  hundred  and  twenty 
pounds,  and  a  trifle  to  boot,  to  drink  me  good 
luck." 

It  was  become  so  dark  they  could  only  see 
the  indistinct  pile  moving  before  them.  The 
priest  would  have  joined  Doyle,  if  an  opportu- 
nity had  presented  itself,  without  his  being 
seen  by  his  accomplices. 

The  moon,  Avlien  the  party  reached  the 
cliffs,  glared  redder  and  fiercer  than  ever  for  a 
few    minutes,    during  w^hich    the    priest   and 
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Leslie  lay  flat  on  the  ground,  for  there  was 
no  concealing  shelter  near.  When  the  cart 
descended  the  zig-zag  path  (the  men  holding 
from  behind  to  prevent  it  running  on  the 
horse)  Leslie  was  again  up,  watching  the  Agent 
and  his  assistants. 

Close  in  among  the  rocks,  and  under  the 
cliff,  where  the  tide  was  almost  at  high- water 
mark,  lay  a  boat  ready  to  be  launched.  A 
liercc-looking  seaman,  with  a  Guernsey  and 
south-western  partly  concealing  his  weather- 
beaten  face,  sat  on  the  gunwale  smoking  his 
pipe  in  sullen  anger.  As  the  Agent  approached, 
he  muttered — 

"'  What  the  blazes  kept  you  so  long,  the 
tide  is  most  on  the  turn ;  come,  look  alive  men, 
bear  a  hand  now  that  it  is  dark  again ;  here, 
lay  on,  and  launch  her." 

Duyie  himself  was  helping  ;  the  boat's  keel 
graled  on  the  gravel,  then  floated  into  the  still 
^^'aler. 

"  Avat^t,"  ni uttered  the  smuggler. 

Wiien  the  luggage  was  ail  transferi'ed  to 
the  boat,  and  she  was  ready  to  push  off,  the 
moon  bur.-t  iorth  as  if  some  v^'atchful  angel 
had  removed  the  shading  cloud  for  a  moment 
fio.u  lieaveu's  lantern,  to  let  the  priest  and 
Leslie  .ee  whdt  was  going  on^ 

When  the  smuggler  was  ready,  he  took  the 
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Agent  on  one  side  with  Nowlan  ;  they  spoke 
low  and  earnestly,  the  seaman  hitching  up 
his  trowsers  said — 

^'  What  about  earnest  money  ?'' 

Doyle  drew  some  gold  from  his  pocket,  and 
placing  it  in  ^N'ed  Fagan's  broad  palm,  asked — 

*'  What  time  will  you  start  ?" 

'^  About  two  in  the  morning,  there  is  no 
hurry  now  that  the  things  are  safe." 

Before  the  boat  had  been  pulled  twenty  strokes 
the  moon  shone  out  again,  each  time  looking 
wilder  and  fiercer.  There  was  hardly  a  breath 
of  air  stirring^  and  scarce  a  ripple  on  the  sea, 
but  the  clouds  were  beginning  to  drift  in  large 
masses,  and  darken  very  ominously.  The 
Agent  and  Nowlan  stood  close  in  under  the 
cliffs,  looking  on  the  lugger  rolling  on  the  long 
ground  swell  which  was  setting  in  shore  ;  her 
three  masts  yielding  gracefully  to  the  low 
and  dark  hull's  movements.  !Not  fir  removed, 
but  under  the  rakish  lugger's  lee,  lay  a  racing 
yacht  of  about  twenty  tons.  The  Fidget  was 
very  fast,  and  the  winner  of  many  prizes,  but 
compared  to  the  "  Black  Saake,"  which  was 
about  forty  tons,  she  seemed  very  small,  as 
she  rose  and  fell,  pointing  her  tapery  topmast 
to  the  skies.  A  sailor  on  board  her  Avas  lean- 
ing on  the  boom,  close  to  the  taffrail,  tmd,  with 
a  night  glass  turned  towards  the  small  boat, 
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was  closely  watching  their  movements ;  but  as 
it  was  one  of  Darcy's  strange  fancies  to  koep 
his  yacht  afloat,  summer  and  winter,  and  he 
would  sometimes  go  out  on  the  wildest  night, 
the  hands  on  board  were  consequently  always 
on  the  look  out ;  there  was,  therefore,  nothing 
remarkable  in  the  circumstance.  It  was  well' 
known  too,  that  Hervey  had  frequently  accom- 
panied Darcy,  and  that  wrapt  in  oil  skins,  they 
took  a  daring  delight  in  foaming  the  Fidget 
through  the  wildest  storms.  The  crew,  too, 
was  a  picked  one,  composed  of  daring  fel- 
lows. 

As  yet  only  a  little  breath  of  air  stirred  on 
the  heights,  and  had  not  reached  the  water, 
which  Avas  without  a  ripple;  but  the  long 
ground  swell  looked  as  if  the  sea's  mighty 
bosom  was  disturbed  by  some  fearful  dream  of 
coming  storm  and  tempest.  The  night  became 
dark  again,  large  drops  of  rain  fell,  the  wind 
began  to  sigh  and  moan  among  the  caverns. 

Doyle  and  Nowlaa  passed  so  close  to  the 
priest  that  he  called  him  by  name,  but  the 
Agent  not  knowing  who  it  might  be  fled  home 
across  the  country. 

"  Hell  1  he  is  a  bad  man,"  said  the  priest,  a 
moment  aiterwards,  '^  he  is  another  who  never 
comes  to  the  confessional." 
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"  Every  man's  own  conscience,''  replied 
Leslie,  *'  is  his  confessional." 

"It  is  evident  he  is  leaving  the  country," 
resumed  the  priest,  knowing  that  it  was  use- 
less discussing  religion,  "  he  is  only  gone  home 
for  a  few  hours'  rest,  my  warning  is  therefore 
useless,  he  will  soon  be  far  away — let  us  hurry 
on,  it  is  raining  fast." 

'^  But !  the  man  we  saw  conceal  himself  at 
the  back  of  his  cottage — it  looked  very 
sus — " 

*^  Oh,  I  h  ~  ve  thought  of  that  since,  there  is 
no  fear  of  him.     What  is  that !  thunder  ?" 

'^  Yes,  the  night  is  looking  very  wild,  there 
is  a  strange  glare  m  the  heavens,  where  can  we 
find  shelter  ?" 

Scarcely  w^ere  the  words  uttered,  when  the 
rain  came  down  in  torrents.  When  Doyle  and 
I*sowlan  reached  the  former's  cottage  they  stood 
under  the  porch,  talking  earnestly  and  ner- 
vously. 

"•  Leave  the  box  with  the  money  to  the  last," 
whispered  IN'owlan,  "  until  }  our  honor  is  going 
away,  then  take  it  v,  ith  yourself ;  best  go  to 
bed  nov/,  and  get  a  little  sleep  before  you 
start — no  fear  of  being  too  late,  I  will  come 
and  wake  your  honor,  and — " 

As  he  spoke  the  last  words  a   terrilic  peal 
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made  both  their  hearts  quake,  Nowlan  trembled 
violently,  his  knees  shook,  his  mouth  remained 
agape.  Doyle  too,  was  fearfully  alarmed,  he 
felt,  as  the  flash  forked  before  his  eyes,  a  pre- 
sentiment of  some  dreadful  fate,  and  began  to 
fancy  he  should  be  struck  blind  or  shipwrecked. 

Each,  in  that  brief  space,  had  stared  in  the 
other's  tell-tale  face  of  dread.  If  there  is  a 
telegraph  be  tween  heaven  and  earth,  it  was  at 
that  moment  in  full  play  ;  the  vivid  lightning, 
quicker  than  thought,  was,  with  electric  speed, 
conveying  to  Doyle's  conscience,  God's  awful 
warning  of  coming  death. 

^^  Do  not  be  late,  Nowlan,"  said  the  Agent, 
at  last,  ''  throw  some  gravel  up  to  my  window 
so  as  not  to  disturb  any  one  in  the  house,  I 
am  very  tired  and  sleepy — what  a  flash  !" 

*'  I  will  come  and — ,"  had  began  Xowlan, 
but  the  lightning  seemed  to  have  scorched  the 
unfinished  sentence  in  his  mouth ;  it  were  well 
if  it  had  stricken  him  dead. 
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CHAPTEE    III. 


Long  before  the  time  appointed  by  Nowlan 
for  awakening  Doyle,  a  man  crept  from  behind 
the  cottage,  and  looked  up  at  the  blood-red 
moon  which  glared  fiercely  on  him  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  darkened.  The  person  paused, 
hesitated,  stole  stealthily  into  the  house,  and 
creeping  noiselessly  up  the  stairs,  listened  at 
the  Agent's  bed-room  for  some  time.  When 
assured  by  the  heavy  breathing  that  Doyle 
slept,  he  opened  the  door,  and  remained 
motionless  at  it,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
sleeper's  face,  which,  owing  to  the  candle  being 
placed  behind  the  curtains,  was  scarce  discerni- 
ble. Doyle  breathed  heavily,  his  sleep  was  not 
refreshing,  for  every  momxcnt  he  started  and 
muttered  incoherently. 

The  intruder  approached  nearer  after  closing 
the  door,  and,  concealed  by  the  drapery, 
watched  the  slumberer  attentively. 

At  last  he  drew  a  heavy  club  stick  from  be- 
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neath  his  freize,  moved  the  hair  from  the 
sleeper's  temple,  then  raised  his  arm  high, 
poised  the  blackthorn  in  mid-air — A  single 
thrilling  cry  flew  up,  and  piercirf^  the  darkened 
heavens,  startled  the  angel  of  death. 

The  figure  stole  do;vn  again  ;  all  was  still  in 
that  room  where  the  light  burned  gloomily,  as 
if  a  corpse  had  been  laid  out. 

About  an  hour  after  this  scene  Kennedy, 
with  a  warrant  officer,  came  to  arrest  Doyle, 
and  prevent  his  escaping. 

They  found  the  hall  door  closed,  but  not 
locked ;  and  without  farther  formality  entered 
the  house,  where  a  scuffle  was  heard,  as  of  some 
one  trying  to  conceal  himself. 

The  officer  instantly  looked  into  the  kitchen 
cupboard,  where,  to  his  surprise,  he  found 
James  Young,  who  unresistingly  gave  himself 
up.  On  opening  an  adjoining  door,  leading 
into  the  scullery,  they  discovered  IS'elly,  who 
turned  pale  as  death,  and  instantly  tried  to 
hide  the  shirt  she  w^as  washing.  They  found 
the  front  covered  with  stains  of  fresh  blood, 
and  on  closer  examination,  discovered  that  a 
long  strip  had  been  torn  ofl^,  as  if  to  conceal 
the  owner's  name,  the  fiist  initial  I —  being 
left.  As  Nelly  caught  sight  of  James  Young 
standing  between  four  policemen,  she  mur- 
mured   to    herself,     "he    is    lost !"       When 
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questioned,  she  would  give  no  answer,  and  only 
wrung  her  hands  in  utter  wretchedness. 

James  looked  fiercely  at  his  captors,  and 
when  asked  wkat  he  had  to  say,  he  bid  them 
put  no  questions  to  the  girl ;  that  if  he  had 
offended  the  law,  she  had  nothing  to  do  with 
his  misdemeanors. 

When  asked  how  he  came  there,  he  main- 
tained a  stern  silence. 

Leaving  the  four  -men  to  keep  guard  over 
the  young  farmer,  Kennedy  accompanied  the 
warrant  officer  to  the  Agent's  room. 

The  moment  they  approached  the  bed,  both 
started  back  with  a  shudder,  and  stared  in- 
credulously, but  they  went  no  nearer.  While 
they  stood  fixedly  gazing  on  the  corpse,  a 
gentle  tap  came  to  the  window.  Kennedy 
turned  round  quickly,  but  seeing  no  one  he 
rushed  out  to  the  drive,  where  he  found  Now- 
lan  throwing  gravel  at  the  panes. 

"  What   are  you  doing  at   that   window  ?" 
asked  Kennedy,  collaring  him. 

"  I  came  to  call  him,  because  he  told  me." 
"  Do  you  know  if  he  is  awake  ?" 
*'  How  should  I  know,  and  only  this  minute 
I  came ;  sure,  your  men  found  me  in  my  bed 
as  you  pat  sed  my  cabin  ;  they  walked  in  to 
light  their  pipes,  and  to  ask  if  I  had  heard  tell 
any  more  about  0' Shane  and  the  gentlemen." 
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The  men  affirmed  that  what  he  said  was 
true,  and  that  he  must  have  followed  close 
after  them.  Kennedy  took  his  hand  off  the 
wretch's  throat,  and  then  said — 

*'  Did  you  know  that  he  was  going  to  leave 
the  country  to-night  ?" 

''  Well,  there  is  no  use  telling  lies,  I  did, 
and  came  to  awake  him." 

'^Did  you  expect  him  to  hear  your  tap- 
ping ?" 

^'  Why  not  ?     He  was  not  deaf." 

It  was  so  dark  at  this  moment,  they  could 
not  see  his  face. 

*'  Let  him  go,"  said  Kennedy,  then  in  a  low 
tone,  which  !Nowlan  caught,  '^  he  can  be  sum- 
moned at  the  coroner's  inquest  to  prove  that 
Doyle  was  leaving  the  country,  and  to  swear  to 
what  hour  he  last  saw  him  alive.  I  am  almost 
sorry  that  we  let  him  go." 

On  returning  to  the  kitchen,  he  found  Young, 
with  his  arms  folded  on  his  broad  chest,  looking 
despondingly  at  ^elly,  who  leant  back  on  an 
oaken  chair,  gazing  in  silent  despair  on  his  face. 

Kennedy,  who  unobserved,  watched  them, 
felt  no  doubt  of  their  guilt. 

"  Put  the  handcuffs  on  that  man,  and  secure 
the  woman." 

"  I  will  die  before  I  allow  myself  to  be  hand- 
cuffed like  a  thief."  As  Young  spoke  he  seized 
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a  heavy  poker,  and  standing  in  front  of  Nelly 
to  screen  her  from  the  men's  touch,  cried  afresh, 
**  the  man  who  dares  lay  hand  on  that  girl 
dies !  and  then  you  may  handcuff  me  for 
murder  1" 

There  was  in  the  powerful  young*  fellow's 
countenance  something  so  threatening  and  de- 
termined, that  for  a  moment  they  hesitated  to 
obey  their  officer's  orders. 

Kennedy  stepped  up  to  the  former,  and 
commanded  him  instantly  to  lay  down  the 
poker. 

"  I  will  not,  for  any  living  man's  orders  !" 
he  stepped  back  a  pace,  adding,  in  a  deter- 
mined voice,  '^  do  not  make  me  commit  mur- 
der." 

]S"elly  sprang  to  her  feet,  and  clasping  James 
around  the  neck,  hung  on  his  breast ;  and 
whilst  her  words  of  entreaty  almost  choked  her, 
she  said — 

''  James,  for  my  sake,  offer  no  resistance,  let 

them  put  on "  unable  to  finish  the  sentence, 

she  buried  her  face  on  his  beating  chest. 

*'  Put  them  on  yourself,  K'elly,"  said  the 
young  fellow,  in  a  broken  voice,  ^'  no  man 
living  shall  dare  do  it,"  he  added,  with  energy, 
"  while  a  drop  of  my  father's  blood  is  in  my 
body." 

Nelly  took  the  manacles,  and  whilst  each 
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clink  of  the  iron  entered  her  heart,  she  placed 
them  on  her  lover's  wrists,  under  the  warrant 
officer's  direction.  .Tames,  smiling  on  her, 
looked  at  the  police  with  an  air  of  triumph. 
The  girl  had  home  up  with  wonderful  fortitude 
until  she  had  accomplished  this  trying  task, 
when,  as  if  to  conceal  the  degradation  she  had 
put  on  him,  Nelly  covered  the  fetters  with  her 
shawl,  and  bowed  her  face  in  forced  resignation. 

But  when  they  prepared  to  march  her  lover 
away  to  gaol  between  four  armed  policemen, 
and  then  turned  to  handcuff  herself,  she  hung 
on  James  again,  saying,  in  a  faltering  voice — 

^'  They  want  no  shackles  to  bind  me,  there 
is  a  chain  in  my  poor  heart,  which  is  stronger 
than  those  cold  irons,  it  will  keep  me  near  you. 
I  will  go  with  him — to  gaol." 

And  leaning  on  his  pinioned  arm  for  sup- 
port, she  overcame  her  feelings,  and  walked 
silently  by  his  side. 

Drawing  up  in  marching  order,  with  their 
prisoners  in  the  centre,  the  police  stood  silently 
awaiting  their  officer's  command  to  proceed, 
each,  and  all,  staring  up  at  the  blood-red  cloud 
which  screened  the  moon,  and  hung  over  the 
cottages,  as  if  the  avenging  spirit  had  placed 
it  there  to  mark  where  foul  murder  had  been 
committed.     Not  a  word  was  uttered,  but  on 
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each  silent  face  was  imprinted  accusation  as  the 
men  looked  from  it  to  James  and  Nelly. 

'i  hen  came  the  word  "  march  I"  followed  by 
a  steady  tread,  broken  only  by  the  prisoners' 
irregular  foot- falls,  and  the  moan  of  the  wind, 
repeating  the  sea's  dreams  as  she  startled  from 
slumber. 

It  was  on  the  stroke  of  two  o'clock  when 
Nowlan  and  O'Shane  came  running  breathlessly 
along  the  shore,  bearing  between  them  some- 
thing weighty.  The  smuggler  stood  up  to  his 
hips,  steadying  his  boat,  to  which  they  waded 
through  the  breakers;  on  reaching  it,  they 
threw  their  burden  into  the  stern- sheets,  and 
all  three  hurriedly  jumped  in,  ISTed  Fagan  and 
the  black  wolf  pulling  at  the  oars,  whilst  Tom 
steered.  The  wind,  wiiich  freshened  fast,  was 
blowing  dead  ashore,  and  though  they  gave 
way  with  all  their  might,  it  was  evident,  by 
the  smuggler's  fearful  oaths,  each  time  the  boat 
broached  to  and  shipped  a  sea,  that  neither 
Nowlan  nor  O'Shane  were  seamen ;  and  that 
with  such  a  crew  the  task  of  clearing  the 
breakers  was  one  of  much  peril.  At  last  she 
was  clear,  and  had  got  about  half  a  mile  to  sea, 
when  Darcy  and  Leslie  came  running  down 
the  zig-zag  path.  Bursting  open  a  small  door 
in  the  clitfs,   they  ran   a  long-boat  out  of  the 
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shed  on  rollers,  and  were  just  dipping  her 
bows  into  the  breakers,  when  Hervey  leaped 
from  a  rock,  pushed  the  boat  into  the  surf,  and 
laying  hold  of  the  third  oar,  roared  out,  ''Give 
way  !" 

That  they  were  accustomed  to  the  sea  was 
evident  by  their  regular  strokes,  and  the  way 
they  kept  her  head  to  each  curling  wave,  which 
flew  over  the  bows,  drenching  them  to  the 
skin,  whilst  she  foamed  through  the  broken 
surf. 

The  smuggler's  boat  had  got  such  a  start 
that  she  was  now  along-side  the  Black  Snake, 
being  hawled  on  deck,  after  which  the  lugger's 
light  vanished  from  the  mast-head,  and  almost 
immediately  her  jib  went  up ;  slipping  their 
anchor,  they  dropped  her  head  on  the  inshore 
tack,  and  drew  all  her  sheets  flat  aft ;  for  a  mo- 
ment she  hung  in  uncertainty,  carreened  till 
her  heavy  sail  buried  her  lee-rail,  then  rising 
to  her  bearings,  she  made  a  staggering  plunge 
forsvard,  sent  the  dre aching  spray  high  into  her 
canvass,  and  was  away  ! 

Darcy  and  his  companions  rested  on  their 
oars  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  lugger  to  dis- 
cover her  movements.  A  rushing  noise  and 
phosphorus  foam  neared  them ;  they  could  hear 
the  Black  Snake  hissing  through  the  water,  and 
immediately    after,    saw   her    sneaking    bows 
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gliding  towards  them,  as  if  she  intended  to 
run  them  down.  In  an  instant  the  three  oars 
splashed,  and  the  boat  shot  to  windward  like 
an  arrow.  The  smuggler  finding  that,  on  so 
dark  a  night,  the  small  boat  had  the  advantage 
of  seeing  them  first,  paid  oft  a  little  to  get 
good  way  before  putting  about ;  the  next 
minute  the  rowers  could  hear  her  heavy  main- 
sail flapping  as  she  forged  ahead  in  stays.  For 
a  second,  the  hands  lay  on  their  oars  again,  but 
instantly  after,  they  gave  way  with  a  desperate 
efi'ort,  only  managing  to  clear  the  lugger's 
bows  as  she  foamed  past  them,  on  her  star- 
board tack,  and  stood  out  for  sea. 

The  boat,  on  reaching  the  yacht,  was  cast 
adrift  with  a  lamp  in  it  to  mislead  the  smug- 
gler. The  cutter's  mainsail  went  up  hand  over 
hand,  next  the  gib  and  foresail ;  then  slipping 
from  their  moorings  under  single  reefed  main- 
sail, the  Fidget  dropped  off  on  the  sea-going 
tack,  and  hauled  every  inch  of  her  wind,  lying 
so  close  that  the  corner  of  the  mainsail  lifted 
at  the  throat. 

Every  man  on  board  her  but  one  had  an  oil- 
skin, and  that  one  was  Darcy,  Vvho  stood  at 
the  helm,  drenched  to  the  skin.  Leslie  and 
Hervey,  alter  looking  up  at  the  sky,  stood 
watching  Tom's  face  by  the  light  of  the  bin- 
nacle which  V,  as  reflected  lull  on  his  features. 

^^  It  was  Dennis  O'Sbane — my  father's  mur- 
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derer  !"  said  Darcy  to  himself  in  a  strangely, 
quiet  voice. 

^•I  hope,"  whispered  Hervey  to  Leslie, 
**  that  he  will  not  become  excited  to-night." 

^'  Excited,"  repeated  Tom,  catching  the 
whispered  sentence,  and  speaking  as  if  he  was 
grinding  the  words.  '-'  I  understand  that  ex- 
citement with  me  is  madness;  do  not  stare,  I 
am  not  mad  now — never  was  I  so  oahnly  de- 
termined to  revenge  my  father's  death." 

He  appeared  to  have  strung  and  strained  his 
nerves  to  a  pitch  so  fear  in  i  that  he  could  no 
longer  relax  them,  his  face  was  blueish  pale, 
each  muscle  still  and  set,  the  lips  painfully  com- 
pressed, the  eyes  alone  Vv'ere  restless.  A  cold  smile 
twitched  his  mouth  as  his  yacht  tore  through 
the  rising  waves,  now  plunging,  now  rearing 
on  her  keel  end,  whilst  the  men  knelt  under 
the  w^eather  quarter,  only  sho^',  ing  their  heads, 
straining  their  eyes  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
lugger  ;  for  although  they  could  hear  her  flap- 
ping canvass  shivering  to  wind  ward,  every 
time  she  went  about,  they  could  not  see  the 
Black  bnake. 

In  this  way  did  the  yacht  follow  the  lugger 
until  day  davv^n,  when  they  could  just  discern 
her  gliamg  along  the  horizon,  dead  to  wind- 
ward. As  the  light  encreased,  the  gale  be- 
came heavier,  and  they  saw  she  was  oblii?ed  to 
D  5 
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drop  her  mainsail  to  reef,  then  her  foresail. 
In  the  hopes  of  coming  up  with  the  lugger, 
before  she  could  get  fairly  under  way  again, 
they  carried  on,  on  board  the  Fidget,  until  the 
spars  doubled,  and  the  seams  of  her  decks 
opened ;  she  was  overhauling  her  fast,  when 
the  lugger's  mainmast  went  by  the  board,  and 
they  made  sure  of  capturing  her. 

*^  Out  with  fenders/'  called  out  Darcy,  in 
the  same  tone  of  forced  calmness. 

The  smuggler  cut  away  the  wreck ;  in  an 
incredibly  short  time,  another  spar  was  up,  and 
a  spare  sail  bent  in,  as  if  they  had  expected 
this  mishap.  Darcy  luffed  all  he  could,  but 
finding  that  the  Black  Snake  was  sneaking  to 
windward  in  her  new  trim,  he  turned  to  Leslie 
and  shouted — 

'*  Up  with  the  riffle  !"  then—'^  here,  Hervey, 
take  the  helm  !" 

Before  any  one  could  prevent  the  act,  he 
levelled,  and  sent  a  bullet  splintering  into  the 
main  sheet  block,  close  to  O'Shane's  head.  It 
only  served  to  make  the  lugger's  crew  redouble 
their  efforts  to  escape. 

At  this  moment  a  squall  took  the  lugger, 
and  before  the  cutter  could  drop  her  peak,  both 
vessels  were  laid  on  their  beam-ends,  although 
they  had  let  fly  the  sheets  by  the  run.  The 
lugger  righted  first,  but  the  cutter  did  not  re- 
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cover  so  quickly ;  each  had  enough  to  do 
minding  their  own  craft,  without  looking  to 
see  what  the  other  did.  When  the  shivering 
Fidget  righted  a  little,  they  found  she  had 
carried  away  her  jib  sheets. 

^^Hand  up  the  spit-fire  jib,"  said  Darcy, 
loudly,  ^'  and  stand  by  to  take  another  reef  in 
the  mainsail." 

All  this  time,  the  Black  Snake  being  a 
more  powerful  craft,  was  gliding  away  from 
the  yacht,  her  long,  low  hull  working  like  a 
serpent  through  the  water ;  and,  though  her 
foremast  was  complaining  fearfully,  she  hissed 
on,  spitting  the  foam  aside,  leaving  in  her 
slimy  wake  a  long  white  line,  to  windward  of 
the  Fidget. 

After  the  yacht  had  reefed,  she  was  again 
creeping  on  the  lugger,  when  the  wind  came 
tearing  over  the  sea  with  a  terrible  howl,  and 
obliged  both  crafts  to  lie  to  ;  the  former  to  tie 
a  third  reef,  and  bring  in  her  jib  a  little  on 
bowsprit ;  the  latter  to  take  in  a  second  reef  in 
her  foresail,  when  both  again  got  under  way  nearly 
at  the  same  time ;  the  lugger  was  gliding 
through  the  waves,  to  which  she  never  rose, 
when  a  curling  breaker  burst  over  her  bows, 
swept  the  decks  fore  and  aft,  washed  their 
boat  overboard,  giving  the  crew  enough  to  do 
to  hold  on  by  the  weather  shrouds,  to  which 
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Nowlan  had  lashed  himself,  and  where,  be- 
tween fear  and  sea- sickness,  his  features  looked 
ghastly. 

Dennis  O'Shane,  though  no  sailor,  went 
about  with  daring  recklessness,  and  was  all 
but  washed  over  the  taffarel,  when  he  saved 
himself  by  cliuging  to  the  mizen-mast. 

The  Fidget  too,  was  beginning  to  get  very 
uneasy,  fidgetting,  plunging,  jumping,  labour- 
ing heavily,  and  frequently  rolling,  her  decks 
under  water.  From  the  extreme  sharpness  of 
the  yacht's  bows,  she  plunged  to  her  bits ;  a 
heavy  sea  curled,  toppled,  and  bursting  against 
her  foresail,  carried  it  out  of  the  bolt-rope  ; 
before  they  could  get  it  down  it  was  blown  to 
ribbons. 

Hervey  and  Leslie  rashed  from  stem  to 
stern,  like  beings  with  charmed  lives,  the 
former  waving  to  the  crew  to  bend  on  a  fresh 
foresail ;  tbe  moment  it  was  set,  he  was  look- 
ing about  and  watcliing  with  a  calculating  eye 
every  movement  of  the  Black  Snake,  which  at 
that  moment  let  go  her  foresail  haliard  by  the 
run,  and  careened  heavily. 

*'  Stand  by  your  peak  haliards !"  roared 
Hervey,  in  a  voice  that  rose  above  the  gale ; 
*'  look  alive  !  let  go  !" 

As  he  uttered  the  last  words,  the  white 
squall  came  skimming  along  in  a  cloud  of  spray, 
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SO  enveloping  the  yacht,  that  the  Black  Snake's 
crew  thought  she  had  gone  down,  whilst  they 
only  knew,  on  board  the  Fidget,  that  the  lugger 
had  righted,  by  the  wild  flapping  of  her  sails, 
as  she  luffed  and  raised  her  sheets. 

So  terrific  was  the  squall,  that  though  the 
cutter  dropped  her  peak  and  let  fly  her  jib- 
sheet,  she  heeled  over  uutil  the  lee  side  of  her 
companion  was  under  water,  and  the  blue  sea 
poured  into  the  cockpit,  which  fortunately 
emptied  itself  through  leaden  pipes,  when  she 
at  last  righted. 

As  the  blast  passed  away,  every  eye  was 
strained  to  where  the  lugger  had  last  been 
seen ;  when  the  scud  cleared  off,  they  disco- 
vered her  under  bare  poles,  and  so  close  to  the 
yaoht,  that  Darcy  roared — 

"  The  rifle  !  the  rifle  !  by  Heavens,  Dennis 
O'Shane  is  pointing  a  musket  at  us  !" 

"  Yes,"  said  Leslie,  ^^  it  is  he  ;  that  half 
dead  wretch  clinging  to  him  is  Nowlan  ;  he  is 
sick  to  death." 

"  Hold,  Darcy  !"  exclaimed  Leslie,  grasping 
his  arm,  both  very  nearly  going  overboard  in 
the  attempt  to  prevent  him  firing.  Hervey, 
making  a  rush  at  the  shrouds  to  steady  him- 
self, grappled  Tom,  who  fiercely  trying  to  ex- 
tricate himself,  roared — 

"  I  am  master  of  my  actions  on  board  of  my 
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own  yacht !  let  me  fire !  he  is  my  father's 
murderer !'' 

It  was  clear  that  the  crew  of  the  Black 
Snake  thought  that  the  Fidget  had  gone  down, 
by  their  allowing  her  to  drift  so  near  the  yacht, 
for  the  moment  the  scud  cleared,  and  they 
found  themselves  within  two  hundred  yards 
of  her,  there  was  a  wild  rush  on  board,  whilst 
O'Shane,  with  one  arm  clinging  around  the 
shrouds,  remained  determinedly  pointing  the 
musket,  waiting  till  they  were  within  range  of 
shot.  With  the  utmost  difficulty  Hervey  and 
Leslie  succeeded  in  preventing  IJarcy's  firing, 
and  after  a  desperate  struggle^  got  the  rifle 
from  him,  exclaiming — 

*'  He  must  be  taken  alive  !" 

The  lugger's  mizen  and  jib  were  up  in  a 
moment ;  she  was  again  under  way,  setting 
the  sparesail  on  the  jurymast,  whilst  the 
cutter's  peak,  flying  up  like  mcgic,  brought  her 
within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  smuggler,  whose 
craft  was  once  more  stealing  away  like  a  water 
snake. 

Darcy  was  again  at  the  helm,  and  though  he 
trembled  from  the  excitement,  he  remained 
perfectly  silent,  but  with  more  of  determination 
in  his  face  than  anger. 

The  Black  Snake  luffed,  shivered  every  stitch, 
and  Darcy,  in  the  hopes  of  weathering  her  on 
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the  other  tack,  put  about ;  but  before  the  Fid- 
get's head  had  paid  ojQP,  and  her  jib  filled,  the 
lugger  had  dropped  back  ou  the  same  tack 
again,  having  only  shivered  her  in  the  wind  to 
shake  out  a  reef. 

*'What  a  daring  fellow,"  said  Hervey ; 
**  how  she  is  staggering  under  it !" 

The  smuggler  by  this  manoeavre  was  now 
three  hundred  yards  to  windward.  As  the 
wind  after  the  squall  took  off,  the  yacht  crept  up 
to  her,  and  for  nearly  an  hour,  the  two  were  not 
more  than  fifty  fathoms  apart,  the  Black  Snake 
always  widening  the  distance  when  the  wind 
freshened. 

Leslie  looked  down  the  skylight  at  Darcy, 
who  had  found  another  rifle,  and  was  coming 
up  the  companion  ladder,  looking  quite 
collected,  when  suddenly  he  pointed  it  at 
Hervey,  and  then  bursting  into  wild  laughter, 
said — 

''  You  think  me  mad,  but  I  am  as  cool  as 
any  man  on  board,  only  let  me  revenge  my 
father's  murder  !"  Turning  towards  the  lugger, 
he  added,  with  his  face  flushing,  ''  We  are 
coming  up  to  him ;  the  sea  breeze  will  soon 
smell  of  his  blood."  Then  giving  the  rifle  to 
Leslie,  he  took  the  helm  again  as  if  nothing 
had  happened,  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  smug- 

D  5 
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gler,  who,  finding  he  could  not  get  away,  nor 
creep  off  to  windward,  paid  off  a  couple  of 
points,  and  slipped  through  the  waves  until  her 
hull  flushed  with  the  water. 

The  cutter  too  paid  off',  and  shaking  out  a 
reef,  dragged  on  under  a  double-reefed  main- 
sail, until  the  seas  toppled  over  her  weather 
shrouds.  The  Black  Snake  seeing  this,  luffed 
again,  and  whilst  the  yacht  lay  to  to  take  in 
the  reef,  which  she  could  not  carry  in  a  close 
haul,  the  lugger  again  dropped  her  astern. 
Darcy  insisted  on  dragging  on ;  nor  was  it  till 
Hervey  and  the  skipper,  both  agreeing,  that 
they  would  be  carrying  away  something,  that 
he  toisented  to  shorten  sail. 

^'Yes,  it  island!"  exclaimed  Hervey,  sud- 
denly. 

'^  What  land?"  asked  Leslie,  turning  to  the 
skipper. 

'*  The  Isle  of  Man,"  answered  Darcy ;  *'  he 
is  going  to  try  the  sonnd,  thinking  we  dare 
not  follow."  Eeturning,  he  called  out, 
**  Stand  by  to  take  in  another  reef;  the  squalls 
come  down  like  thunderclaps  under  that 
highland." 

As  he  spoke,  the  yacht  luffed,  and  was  laid  to 
once  more  to  shorten  sail. 

*'  How  she  is  creeping  away,"  roared  Hervey, 
to  be  heard  in  the  gale. 
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*^  Will  she  dare  go  through  the  sound  with 
such  a  sea,  think  you  ?"  asked  the  skipper. 

"Dare!"  exclaimed  Darcy;  "he  will  dare 
anything  to  escape  ;  there  are  three  suspected 
murderers  on  board  of  that  hellish  craft ;  and 
who  knows  but  the  rest  of  the  crew's  hands 
are  dyed  with  blood." 

"  She  has  carried  away  her  mizen  sheet !" 
exclaimed  Hervey  ;  "  they  are  bending  on  a 
fresh  one  ;  look  at  that  daring  villain  O'Shane, 
though  he  can  hardly  stand  on  his  legs,  he  is 
everywhere." 

"  Now  or  never  !"  called  out  Leslie  ;  "  keep 
cool,  Darcy  !" 

The  Black  Snake  was  fast  getting  into  the 
strength  of  the  tide,  and  was  going  to  try  the 
sound,  as  a  last  resource,  to  get  away  from  the 
yacht. 

"  Stand  by  to  take  a  short  reach,"  shouted 
Darcy;  "if  she  lives  through  it,  we  follow; 
do  you  hear  me,  men  ?" 

"  I  don't  like  it  I"  said  the  skipper,  looking 
uneasily  up  at  the  mainsail,  then  down  at  the 
Fidget's  buried  rail,  "with  such  a  crop  on  her, 
it  is  sure  death  ;  look  at  the  Eace  boiling  1" 

"  Trust  in  God,"  said  Leslie,  in  a  deep, 
solemn  voice  heard  amidst  the  roar  of  waters 
and  howl  of  winds,   "  and  He  will  not  forsake 
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US — we  shall  live  through — there  !  look  at 
her  !^' 

The  Black  Snake  dropped  her  foresail,  and 
under  jib,  jury  sail,  and  mizen,  put  her  head 
for  the  sound ;  as  she  neared  the  roaring 
waters,  it  was  all  she  could  do  to  keep  full, 
but  once  sucked  away,  she  darted  forward  at 
terrible  speed,  her  canvass  flapping  like  distant 
thunder,  and  the  roaring  seas  jumping  on  to 
her  decks  like  hungry  white  bears. 

Every  eye  ached,  and  every  breath  was 
held,  each  mouth  was  wide  open,  ready  to 
ejaculate — 

'^  She  is  gone  down  !" 

"  She  is  going  down  1"  shouted  the  skipper, 
accompanying  the  exclamation  with  that  kind 
of  look  which  signifies — "  we  shall  meet  the 
same  fate  if  we  follow." 

*'  No  ;  there  she  rises  to  it  again,"  exclaimed 
Hervey. 

"  Eeady  about  I"  shouted  Darcy,  his  eyes 
sparkling  with  the  excitement. 

The  crew  looked  aghast. 

"  About  she  goes  I"  he  roared  afresh, 
"  never  fear,  I  know  every  inch  of  the  sound  ! 
keep  her  foresail  well  to  windward  !  now  let 
draw,  slack  your  jib  sheets,  there  !  she  has 
head-way,  up   with  the  tack  of  the  mainsail  I 
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ease  her  all  we  can  !  now  we  are  in,  and  God 
alone  can  tell  whether  the  lugger  has  gone 
down,  or  whether  we  shall  ever  come  out." 

The  tide  boiled  up  between  the  Kiterlane 
rock  and  the  iron-bound  Calf  of  Man,  as  in  a 
cauldron  ;  the  waves  in  the  rushing  Eace  leaped 
high,  and  bursting  with  a  deafening  roar, 
turned  to  foaming  froth,  that  flew  in  white 
flakes  amongst  the  cutter's  rigging  like  tired 
sea-gulls  seeking  a  resting  spot ;  whilst  the 
yelling  wind,  forced  through  the  narrow  sound, 
raised  a  straining  spray,  which  hissed  high  in 
the  air,  and  prevented  them  seeing  the  lugger. 
The  yacht  lufted  all  she  could,  flying  past  the 
Kiterlane  rock,  her  canvass  flapping  terrifically, 
every  block  shivering  and  rattling  as  she 
rushed,  in  her  stays,  down  the  Eace,  in  which 
she  was  literally  smothered.  A  frightful  sea 
was  running  on  the  weather  side  of  the  sound  ; 
two  mountainous  waves  rolled  on  to  the  Fidget's 
decks  carrying  away  one  of  the  crew  beneath 
their  crushing  weight ;  to  save  him  was  impos- 
sible, for  they  never  saw  the  poor  fellow  rise 
again. 

All  stood  silent  as  death,  awaiting  the  ruin 
which  appeared  inevitable,  their  eyes  fixed  on 
the  fast  receding  spot  where  their  companion 
had  disappeared. 
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*'  There  she  is  !"  exclaimed  Hervey,  point- 
ing. 

Every  eye  was  turned  and  strained,  first  oa 
the  Black  Snake,  then  on  their  own  danger. 

On  the  crew's  faces  sat  a  deep  gloom, 
mingled  with  terror,  as  they  clung  on  for 
their  lives.  Hervey  and  Leslie  were  collected 
as  before,  but  Darcy,  becoming  fearfully  ex- 
cited, roared — 

"  She  is  disabled  !  look  at  her  lyinj?  to  under 

mizen  and  jib — by she  is  settling  down 

by  the  bows  !  and  drifting  under  our  lee — she 
will  never  clear  the  Calf,  nor  the  main  land  !" 

^'  Lord  Almighty  1"  exclaimed  the  skipper, 
"  mind  what  you  are  doing  !  our  mainmast  is 
spruno",  look  !  just  above  the  decks,  do  you  see 
the  splinters  starting — mind  !" 

''  Steady,  Darcy,  keep  cool,"  said  Leslie, 
standing  at  his  elbow. 

*^We  are  not  a  hundred  yards  from  her,'' 
called  out  Hervey  ;  *'  if  our  mast  only  holds  for 
half  a  minute — " 

*'  They  are  pumping  like  mad  !"  vociferated 
the  skipper,  recovering  himself. 

"  We  must  board  her  at  all  risks,"  said" 
Hervey  to  Leslie  ;  ^^  those  certificates  must  not 
go  down — oh. !" 

At  this  moment,   the  cutter's   mast  rocked 
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and  toppled  over;  the  mainsail  bellying  out 
for  a  second,  flapped  terrifically  as  it  flew  over 
the  lee-side,  looking  in  its  descent  like  a  huge 
bird  of  prey  attacking  a  legion  of  white  bears. 

*'  Cut  away  !  cut  away  !"  shouUd  Hervey, 
"  or  we  shall  drop  under  her  lee  yet !  cut 
away  !  there,  skipper,  take  the  helm." 

Rushing  about,  his  eyes  shining  with  appal- 
ing  brightness,  Darcy  roared — 

*'  Hurrah  !  my  lads,  clear  away  ;  we  shall 
be  into  the  Bhick  Snake — ha,  ha,  ha  !  they 
would  sail  with  the  Fidget — keep  her  away, 
you  son  of  a  sea-dog — and  drilt  into  her ; 
bravo,  good  naen  !  you  are  coming  to  your 
senses — blood  for  blood." 

At  every  stroke  of  their  hatchets,  Hervey 
and  Leslie  severed  a  sliroud,  a  slieet,  or  a 
haliard ;  the  roused  crew  clearing  away  the 
wreck  in  no  time.  The  smuggler,  whose  hatches 
had  been  burst  open,  seeing  the  Fidget's  mis- 
hap, and  perilous  position,  began  to  hope 
again ;  perceiving  the  yacht  drifted  towards 
them,  her  foresail  went  up  once  more,  and 
tho  :gh  she  roiled  and  lurched  awfully  with  the 
water  in  her  hold,  she  managed  to  creep  out 
oi  the  disabled  yacht's  reach,  ]  art  of  the  crew 
pumping  incessantly,  whilst  the  remainder, 
(for  nothing  seemed  impossible  to  the  daring 
smugglers,    accustomed  to    deal   with   terrific 
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seaSj)  succeeded  in  nailing  tarpaulins  over  the 
hatches.  As  the  Fidget  passed  under  her 
stern,  the  lugger  lowered  the  foresail  which 
was  bearing  her  down  on  her  beam  ends.  The 
yacht's  fate  now  seemed  inevitable ;  she  would 
broach  to  broad  side,  on  taking  heavy  seas 
aboard,  beneath  which  she  lay  for  a  moment 
buried,  then  she  would  rise  floaty  as  ever, 
showing  she  had  not  taken  any  water. 

^'Hold,  for  Heaven's  sake  1"  exclaimed 
Hervey  and  Leslie,  rushing  to  the  weather 
side. 

Darcy  had  leaped  overboard  as  they  passed 
under  tae  lugger's  stern,  and  was  buffetting  in 
the  v/ild  tide  which  was  mad  as  himself. 

For  a  second,  Hervey  poised  himself ;  but 
Leslie,  who  was  cooler  and  more  collected, 
pointed  to  a  huge  return  wave,  on  which  their 
companion  was  borne  back,  and  dashed  against 
the  yacht's  side.  Both  grasped  at  him,  nearly 
going  overboard ;  when  they  hauled  him  in, 
the  poor  fellow  pointing  to  the  lugger,  and 
straining  his  eyes  as  fiercely  as  when  he 
sprang,  struggled  with  his  remaining  strength, 
crying— 

"  Let  me  be  revenged  on  my  father's  mur- 
derer !  look,  he  is  showing  the  parchment." 

"  The  mocking  villain — I  wish  I  had  the 
rifle  now,"  exclaimed  Hervey. 
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O'Shane,  holding  on  by  the  mizen-mast,  held 
up  the  certificates  which  he  unfolded  to  the 
winds,  whilst  he  yelled  exultingly — 

^'Ilerrew  for  the  Black  Snake  and  Dennis 
O'Shane  !  to  the  divil  with  your  sowls  !" 

As  the  Black  Snake  became  lightened,  they 
close  reefed  her  foresail,  and  though  the  mast 
was  sprung,  she  slipped  with  a  gliding  motion 
through  the  broken  sea,  whilst  the  yacht  rolled 
so  wildly,  that  she  disappeared  altogether  at 
times. 

^'  The  devil  go  with  them,"  muttered  Now- 
lan,  his  jaws  shaking,  and  teeth  chattering, 
whilst  his  face  had  become  between  livid  and 
copper  colour. 

"  She  will  turn  the  turtle  before  long,"  bel- 
lowed Ned  Fagan ;  *^  by  gorra  !  I  think  she 
is  keel  uppermost  this  same  minute;  here,  give 
me  the  glass ;  there  is  no  making  out  with  it, 
the  weather  is  so  thick,  and  the  sea  so  mortal 
heavy,  there  is  no  steadying  it — yes — no — yes 
— keel  uppermost." 
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CHAPTER   IV- 


When  Nelly  found,  on  reaching  the  police 
station,  that  she  was  to  be  separated  from  her 
lover,  she  followed  in  silence  to  the  room  where 
she  was  to  he  locked  up,  and  from  which, 
though  insecure  for  a  man,  they  never  dreamt 
of  the  girl  making  her  escape. 

After  sitting  for  some  time,  she  began  to 
think  how  the  blood  could  have  come  on  her 
lover's  shirt,  for  she  had  never  asked  him  the 
question.  But  when  she  reflected  that  James 
was  taxed  with  murdering  the  Agent,  in  spite 
of  all  her  love,  the  thouglit  would  force  itself 
on  her,  that  there  was  something  strange  in 
Young  saying,  on  that  very  night — 

*^  Nelly,  1  will  have  his  life,  or  he  shall  have 
mine — for  my  poor  father's  death  is  at  his 
door ;  but  I  promise  you,  to  show  him  fair 
play." 

"If  I  am  dragged  before  the  court,"  said 
Nelly  to  herself,  "  I  must  tell  all  this  on  my 
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oath — it  is  sure  to  come  out  at  the  trial,  God 
spare  me  !" 

Feeling  that  her  only  chance  of  not  being  a 
witness  against  l\er  lover  would  be  by  effecting 
her  escape,  she  examined  the  windows ;  find- 
ing the  frame  admitted  of  being  raised,  she 
used  all  her  strength,  succeeded  in  forcing  her 
body  through,  and,  at  last,  dropped  into  the 
street,  which  was  silent  and  still. 

The  whole  of  the  next  day  she  hid  away  in 
a  fox  covert,  listening  to  the  fearful  gale  which 
continued  until  night  with  unabated  violence. 
As  it  grew  dark  she  became  very  hungry ;  and 
trembling  with  the  cold,  she  thought  of  finding 
shelter  under  some  root  for  this  night — where 
more  natural  than  her  own  father's  cabin, 
which  she  found  thrown  open  to  any  vagrant 
who  might  choose  to  inhabit  it ;  but  here  she 
felt  more  dreary  and  wretched  than  in  the 
open  air ;  fearful  phantoms  rose  before  the 
girl's  imagin.tion;  iier  mother's  voice  seemed 
to  call  to  her  gently,  bid  her  trust  in  the  Lord, 
and  speak  the  honest  truth ;  then  she  would 
see  her  lover  loaded  with  chains,  and  dragged 
to  the  scaffold  as  a  murderer  !  her  father  too  ! 
what  wild  fancies  about  him,  would  burst  on 
her  bewildered  senses. 

She  was  sittiog  in  a  comer  of  the  deserted 
hearth,    the   cold   wind    moaning    down    the 
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chimney,  when  she  was  suddenly  startled  by  a 
dragging  footstep.  Terrified  lest  it  should  be 
the  police,  and  instantly  thinking  of  her  lover, 
Nelly,  with  strange  presence  of  mind,  scram- 
bled up  behind  the  door,  and  trembling  vio- 
lently, listened  to  the  approaching  sound, 
which  had  reached  the  entrance. 

"  Nelly,"  whispered  a  low  voice,  "  are  you 
here  my  poor  girl  ?" 

She  bent  her  head  forward  to  make  sure  it 
was  not  imagination,  but  when  the  question 
was  repeated,  she  said — 

^'  Hugh,  Hugh  !  it's  me  that  is  to  be  pitied, 
God  help  me — where  can  I  hide  not  to  be 
brought  to  the  trial — it  will  kill  me." 

O'Neil  and  the  girl  spoke  in  low  whispers 
for  several  minutes,  when  she  at  last  said — 

"  Yes,  you  are  right,  no  matter  for  the  fever, 
I  will  go  to  the  mountains  with  you — and  if  I 
take  it,  my  poor  mother  will  get  her  child 
all  the  sooner;  oh,  Hugh  !  my  heart  is 
bursting,  and  I  cannot  tell  a  living  soul 
what  is  in  it,  oh  !  the  strange  things  it  is 
whispering.  Hugh,  do  you  think  James — oh, 
no,  I  could  swear  he  is  innocent — but — oh, 
them  lawyers  ! — they  drag  every  word  from  a 
poor  body,  and  I  am  no  scholar  to  explain  my- 
self— they  will  turn  my  words,  and  frighten 
the  life  out  of   me   before  the  court  full   of 


TALBOT   HALL.  69 

people — oil !  they  will  make  me  tell  lies  with- 
out knowing  what  I  am  saying." 

She  wrung  her  hands  in  very  anguish, 
whilst  O'iS'eil,  in  his  honest  simplicity,  said — 

*'  Them  that  once  lets  themselves  be  led  to 
do  bad,  will  always  be  suspected,  even  when 
they  are  innocent.  James  Young  was  wrong 
to  go  rob  his  landlord,  because  Doyle  was  for 
driving  them.  Didn't  he  most  kill  the  Agent 
that  same  night,  but  then  that  was  not  so  bad, 
he  showed  him  fair  play.  I  am  afraid,  Nelly,  it 
will  go  hard  with  poor  James  !  he  let  himself 
be  led  like  me — and  you  see  the  way  the  Lord 
has  punished  me—  my  poor  wife  I — my  chil — " 
He  paused  whilst  tears  rolled  down  his  wasted 
cheek.  '^  Only  for  Father  Tracey  and  Mr. 
Hervey,  we  must  all  have  died  with  the 
hunger,  for  no  one,  barring  Joe,  the  creature  ! 
dared  come  near  the  black  fever,  and  them  that 
got  money  from  Mr.  Hervey,  to  feed  us — Lord 
help  them — they  had  their  own  children — and 
the  fever  made  them  afraid — but  the  day  before 
yesterday.  Father  Tracey  came  again,  with  the 
full  up  of  his  two  arms  of  bread ;  the  creatures 
e  it  till  they  were  like  to  burst.  It  was  Joe 
who  told  me  James  Young  was  going  to  shoot 
the  Agent,  and  that  made  me  get  up  out  of  the 
sick  bed,  and — " 

^^  Joe  lies  !"  exclaimed  l!^elly,  fiercely. 
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^'  For  cortain  the  poor  creature  lias  strange 
fancies,  Nelly,  and  I  hope  he  is  wrong  this 
time." 

''  Don't  you  know  in  your  heart  that  he  is 
wrong  ?  say  the  word,  O'Neil !" 

''  God  knows !" 

*'  He  does  know  that  James  is  innocent  !" 

*'  Come  along,  Nelly,"  said  O'Neil,  in  a 
soothing  tone,  ^' James  Young  is  nothing  to 
you  ;  it  he  did  it,  the  Lord  will  punish  him, 
and  the  law  will  hang  him." 

Had  he  stabbed  the  girl  she  would  not  have 
shrieked  louder. 

'^  In  the  name  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  what 
ails  you  ?  He  is  innocent  !  I  will  swear  it  in 
the  court — "    ' 

'*  Speak  the  truth  to  the  lawyers,  and  then 
no  fear  of  them  making  you  belie  yourself; 
if  you  can  prove  to  the  man's  innocence,  it's 
only  doing  the  right  thing." 

Nelly  laid  her  head  on  0'2^eil's  shoulder, 
•making  him  shake  with  tlie  excess  of  her 
agony. 

^'1  am  too  weak  to  bear  you  up  my  poor 
child,  come  honey,"  gently  freeing  himself, 
''  come,  come,  dry  the  tears,  it's  no  manner  of 
use  crying,  it's  you  that  must  iieip  me  to  walk 
to  Larry's  cart,  if  yuu  want  to  hide  up  in  the 
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mountains.  I  dare  not  stay  another  minute, 
the  police  may  have  heard  you  screaming — 
and  if  they  take  me — but,  Nelly,  I  was  drunk, 
beastly  drunk,  when  I  shot  his  horse." 

"  I  will  go  a  bit  of  the  way  to  see  you  safe," 
said  the  girl,  overcoming  her  grief,  *'  but  I  will 
come  back  here  and  take  my  chance,  may  be  I 
may  hear  something  about  the  poor  fellow." 

"  Sure,  Nelly,  he  is  a  Protestant,  and  it  is 
not  fitting  for  you  to  take  on  so  for  the  like  of 
him,  people  will  make  bad  talk  about  you." 

"  liush,"  said  Nelly,  colouring  and  frowning 
angrily,  '^  it  is  not  for  you  to  accuse  me  wrong- 
fully ;  come,  lean  on  my  arm,  Hugh,  and  let  me 
hear  no  more  of  such  talk." 

O'Neii  leant  on  lier  arm,  sighed  deeply,  and 
moved  on  slowly,  resting  ever  and  anon  to 
take  breath.  When  Nelly  caught  sight  of  the 
cart,  she  pressed  Hugh's  hand  in  silence,  and 
without  a  word,  they  parted. 

At  Talbot  Hall,  Kennedy,  Ya\  Butterworth, 
and  Mr.  Talbot,  with  faces  of  dismay,  whis- 
pered low  as  men  do  when  speaking  of  recent 
murders.  They  believed  Hervey  had  been 
shot. 

A  long  pause  had  taken  place,  when  Mr. 
Talbot  said— 

"His  death  lies  with  Gale,"thenheadded,ina 
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husky  Yoice,  ^4t  must  be  kept  from  my 
daughter." 

^^  Has  nothing  been  heard  of  Sir  Henry 
Gale  ?"  asked  Mr.  Butterworth. 

^'Nothing,  except  from  the  fool,"  replied 
Kennedy,  ^'  whose  testimony  goes  to  confirm 
my  worst  suspicions;  but,  after  all,  I  think 
Gale  has  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman — on 
certain  points  of  honor.  Joe  says  he  is  ill,  and 
up  in  the  mountains  ;  the  boy  is  without  if 
you  wish  to  question  him." 

From  habit,  Mr.  Talbot  went  over  to  his 
large  chair ;  sitting  down  he  prepared  to  act 
the  magistrate  and  judge. 

The  boy  was  dragged  in,  for  he  resisted  with 
all  his  might. 

Perhaps  Joe's  fears  arose  from  never  having 
been  in  a  room  so  handsomely  furnished. 
Finding  himself  in  the  presence  of  the  three 
gentlemen,  he  looked  around,  then  said,  in  his 
quiet  way — 

'^  Sure  Joe  did  not  kill  the  Agent,  and  the 
blood  will  spoil  the  fine  soft  floor." 

As  he  spoke,  scarlet  drops  fell  on  the  carpet. 
They  instantly  took  off  his  ragged  coat  in  spite 
of  the  poor  creature's  cries  and  struggles,  and 
found  a  recent  wound  in  the  fleshy  part  of  the 
fore  arm  from  a  pistol  ball. 
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"  Who  shot  you  ?"  asked  Mr.  Talbot,  staring 
anxiously  in  the  boy's  pitiful  face. 

^*  Denny's  little  gun." 

*^  And  who  shot  Mr.  Hervey  ?" 

^*  The  little  Jockey  gentleman  ;  for  he  was 
holding  the  short  gun  forenent  his  head,"  re- 
plied Joe,  without  a  second's  hesitation. 

All  three  exchanged  looks  of  deep  mean- 
ing. 

'^  What  did  Denny  do,  when  he  killed 
him  ?" 

*^  Denny  is  the  fellow  for  killing  the  hares 
whisper,    looking    very    solemn,    '^  the  daddy 
and  James  Young  shot  the  Agent." 

^^  Did  you  see  them  go  into  Doyle's  ?"  asked 
Kennedy,  quickly. 

'^  Only  James  Young,  with  his  big  stick," 

*^Who  killed  the  Agent?"  enquired  Mr. 
Butterworth. 

"  God  !"  said  the  boy,  seriously,  "  for  strik- 
ing a  simple." 

^'  Where  did  O'Shane  go  after  murdering 
the  Agent  ?"  asked  the  police  officer. 

'*  Murder — no,  he  only  killed  him,"  mut- 
tered Joe. 

*'  Where  is  Denny  now  ?"  enquired  Mr. 
Butterworth,  using  Joe's  expression. 

^^  Denny  and  Nowlan  is  gone  on  the  big  sea ; 
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Denny  is  the  boy  will  figlit  with  the  white 
waves,  and  Mr.  Tom  is  gone,  and — " 

"  And  who  else  ?"  asked  Mr.  Talbot,  seeing 
he  paused  and  looked  uneasily  around  the 
room,  ^'  answer  me,  like  a  good  boy." 

The  lad  scratched  his  head,  and  made  an 
attempt  to  get  to  the  door. 

*'  I  want  my  dog — be  is  calling  to  me — do 
you  hear  his  talk  ?  Let  me  go."  Then  in  a 
serious  tone,  "  I  will  make  him  wipe  his  paws, 
as  they  made  me,  before  he  comes  on  the  grand 
floor  to  be  judged." 

The  dog  was  admitted  in  the  hopes  of 
inducing  the  boy  to  speak  more  freely.  They 
gave  Joe  bread,  which  the  famished  animal 
devoured  from  his  master's  hand. 

"  Sure  Joe  is  hungry  too,"  said  the  lad  ad- 
dressing his  dumb  companion;  and  kneeling  with 
one  arm  around  the  hound's  neck ;  he  broke 
pieces  off,  alternately,  giving  a  mouthful  to 
Pilot  and  taking  the  next  himself.  They 
watched  the  unfortunate  creature,  and  when 
they  saw  the  dog  licking  the  wound,  and  with 
a  low  whine  look  wistfully  into  Joe's  lace, 
they  could  not  help  feeling  deeply  touched  by 
the  attachment  between  master  and  hound. 

''  Now,  answer  me  the  truth,  and  then  I 
will  let  you  go,"  said  Mr.  Talbot. 
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'^  And  Pilot  too  ?"  asked  Joe  eagerly. 

*^  Yes — who  went  with  Mr.  Darcj  ?'' 

''  Somebody !'' 
*  "  Was  it  Mr.  Hervey  ?" 

'^  Sure  Denny  would  not  go  with  him." 

"  Why  not  ?''  asked  Kennedy. 

^'  Because  l^owlan  and  Denny  is  gone  to  a 
far  country,  where  the  hares  is  plenty ;  sure, 
I  never  saw  one  last  night,  they  are  getting 
scarce." 

^'  Where  did  Denny  sleep  last  night  ?" 
went  on  Kennedy,  trying  by  all  sorts  of  ques- 
tions to  get  some  clue. 

*'  I  must  not  tell  lies ;  he  is  dancing  on  the 
big  sea,  that  was  the  jumping  in  the  two  little 
boats ;  (whisper,)  Kowlan  was  frightened,  but 
Denny  is  the  boy  for  swimming." 

^'  Did  you  see  Sir  Henry  Gale  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Butterworth. 

''  Yes ;  he  is  hid  away  in  the  mountains 
from  the  police ;  the  fever  gripped  him  bad  ; 
hunger  is  biting  him ;  but  Denny  SEiys  I  must 
not  tell  seciets." 

The  boy  eyed  the  door  uneasily,  and  was 
walking  away  quite  unconscious  of  being  a 
prisoner,  when  Kennedy  laid  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  Let  mo  go,"  he  whispered,  looking 
seriouslv  around  the  room,  ^'  or,  maybe,  Denny 
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will  shoot  you  with  the  little  gun  for  frighten- 
ing a  simple," 

Whilst  the  three  gentlemen  held  a  short 
consultation  J  Joe  fumbled  at  the  lock,  which 
he  tried  to  raise  like  a  latch,  and  then  began 
to  cry. 

Mr.  Eutterworth  sought  to  detain  him 
whilst  they  should  dress  his  wound,  but  seeing 
it  was  folded  round  with  a  rag,  he  opened 
the  door,  and  in  an  instant  Joe,  calling  out — 
^^  hi  forward  Pilot,"  followed  the  dog,  who  led 
him  straight  to  the  hall  steps,  down  which  the 
boy  bounded,  giving  a  yell  of  delight  on  re- 
gaining his  freedom. 

On  the  table  lay  a  duelling-pistol,  which 
Kennedy  had  picked  up  in  the  vault,  and 
which  Gale's  servant,  on  his  oath,  acknow- 
ledged was  the  fellow  to  one  of  his  master's ; 
it  was  unloaded,  and  tended  to  confirm  them  in 
the  belief  that  the  Baronet  had  either  fired  in 
a  moment  of  anger,  or  that  he  and  Hervey 
had  met,  and  that  the  latter  had  fallen  without 
returning  the  shot.  If  so,  they  argued,  where 
could  the  body  be  ? 

Mr.  Talbot,  on  retiring  for  the  night, 
found  his  wife  in  her  room  on  her  knees  praying 
and  sobbing. 

''  Alas  !  my  dear,"  said  he,  addressing  her 
tenderly,  whilst  she  raised  her  streaming  eyes 
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without  daring  to  put  any  question,  '^  I  am 
afraid  that  Sir  Henry  Gale  is  a  bad  man." 

Mrs.  Talbot  leant  on  her  husband's  arm,  and 
through  suppressed  sobs  said — 

*^  I  was  very  wrong  in  keeping  any  secrets 
from  you — it  will  break  dear  Lucy's  heart 
when — oh !  I  cannot  tell  her  what  I  now 
know." 

"  Why  did  you  first  encourage,  and  now 
try  to  break  off  the  attachment?  You  acted 
wrongly." 

Mrs.  Talbot  hid  her  face  in  her  husband's 
breast,  and  sobbed  convulsively.  He  did  not 
attempt  to  stay  the  excess  of  her  grief  for  some 
time,  when  at  last  he  said — 

'^  Have  you  heard  anything  to  make  you  act 
so  suddenly  and  strangely  ?" 

^'  Yes — but — never  until  this  night." 

^'  From  whom?" 

''  The  Mother  Abbess  herself  I" 

Mr.  Talbot's  face  grew  deadly  pale — his  lip 
dropped — he  pressed  his  wife  to  his  heart  to 
console  and  comfort  her,  then  said,  with  a  groan, 

'^  I  fear  Gale's  insinuations  about  Hervey 
were  not  without  foundation — those  certificates 
— who  can  tell  but  they  may  be  at  the  bottom 
of  the  sea.  Listen  to  the  wind  bellowing; 
Poor  Darcy  1  nothing  has  been  heard  of  the 
Fidget.     1  fear  they  are  all  drow " 
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^^  She  told  me  all,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Talbot, 
*'  she  has  seen  the  certificate  in  O'Shane's 
possession^ — he  would  not  give  it  up  ;  poor 
Lucy,  oh  !  my  dear  husband  !  I  cannot  now 
tell  you — but — '^  she  became  so  hysterical,  that 
Mr.  Talbot,  beginning  to  fear  for  her  health, 
rang  the  bell  for  the  housekeeper,  who  never 
having  seen  her  mistress  give  way  to  her  feel- 
ings before,  seemed  as  much  at  a  loss  how^  to 
act  as  her  master.  Gradually  she  calmed  down, 
and  at  last  sr%t  staring  on  the  fire  with  a  look 
of  stupor ;  sometimes  she  would  start,  and 
addressing  her  husband,  say,  ''  No,  1  do  ncc 
believe. that  Hervey  is  dead,"  then  after  a  long 
silence,  ''  Heaven  has  fearfully  avenged  the 
death  of  Leslie's  mother,"  again  laying  her  head 
on  her  husband's  shoulder,  "  I  hardly  know 
what  I  am  saying,  this  terrible  visitation  is 
unnerviDg  and  driving  me  to  distraction.  Oh  ! 
that  this  awfully  dark  cloud  could  roll  over  us, 
or  it  were  better  for  poor  Lucy  that  Hervey  be 
dead,  alas  !  alas  1" 

Though  a  woman  of  extraordinary  nerve,  she 
had  undergone  so  much  suficring  from  the 
nature  of  the  secret  confided  to  her  by  the 
Abbess,  that  she  was  already  an  altered  person 
both  in  her  looks  as  well  as  mind,  which  was  no 
longer  firm  as  it  had  once  been. 
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But  whatever  the  nature  of  the  secret  was, 
she  dared  not  reveal  it  now. 

They  sat  in  silence  listening  to  the  howling 
storm,  hoping  in  the  lulls,  yet  fearing  to  hear 
the  hall-door  knocker  announce  a  night  visiter. 
At  every  wild  sound  she  started,  and  clung  to 
her  husband. 

Mrs.  Talbot  at  last  broke  this  painful  silence 
by  saying,  with  returning  firmness,  "  They 
must  be  kept  at  the  Nunnery  for  a  few  days 
more,  I  will  write  to  the  Mother  Abbess  when 
I  recover  a  little." 

'^  Bat  will  they  stay  ?  Lucy  might  be  got 
to  do  anything  to  please  us  ;  but  Ada  !" 

^'  They  must  be  detained  till  I  can  command 
myself  sufficiently  to  tell  her  and  Lucy  all — 
yes,"  here  she  paused,  as  if  her  feelings  were 
overcoming  her  afresh. 

Eising,  Mrs.  Talbot  bathed  her  temples,  held 
her  hand  in  cold  water  until  it  became  a  little 
steady,  when  she  sat  down  to  her  desk,  and 
wrote  to  the  Abbess. 

Charley  had  been  missing  after  Hervey's 
rumoured  death,  and  had  been  seen  with  Joe, 
whom  he  was  questioning  earnestly,  and  who, 
perhaps,  understood,  or  entered  into  his  boyish 
enquiries,  more  easily  than  when  spoken  to  by 
grown  up  persons ;  for,  after  conversing  some 
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time,  the  little  fellow  trudged  off  on  foot  to  the 
mountains. 

When  be  reached  old  O'Neil's  under-ground 
hovel,  the  boy  asked  of  the  wretched  woman, 
who  put  up  her  head,  the  way  to  Hugh's  hut ; 
she  told  him  that  Hugh  was  not  there,  and  not 
to  go  to  it,  for  ^'the  black-fever  was  there 
dreadful !"  As  the  boy  approached  the  hut, 
tired  and  wearied,  he  sat  down  to  rest  himself, 
and  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  foul  mist,  which 
clung  to  the  roof,  he  sighed  aloud. 

On  entering  the  low  door- way,  Charley  stood 
for  a  moment  to  look  around  the  hovel,  which 
was  very  dark.  He  found  Sir  Henry  Gale, 
lying  on  a  bed  of  withered  leaves — his  sick 
couch  !  The  Baronet  did  not  know  the  little 
fellow,  who,  tired  to  death,  sat  down  by  his 
side,  looking  with  fear  on  Gale's  pinched  and 
changed  features ;  his  body  was  burning,  and 
as  Charley,  in  alarm,  touched  his  wrist,  the 
wild  pulsation  made  him  tremble. 

Sir  Henry  Gale  had  taken  the  malignant 
disease,  and  with  his  ankle  swollen  to  a  fearful 
size,  was  tossing  and  groaning  in  a  state  of 
delirium. 

^'Do  you  not  know  me?"  asked  the  boy, 
softly. 

"  Know  you  !"  exclaimed  the  baronet,  start- 
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ing,  as  if  only  then  aware  of  a  second  person's 
presence.  ^'  Know  you  !  yes  ;  are  you  come  to 
revenge  her  ?  Keep  off ;  where  is  my  pistol  ? 
Stand  back  !"  starting  up  to  a  sitting  position, 
he  felt  in  his  breast  for  the  deadly  instrument. 

"  Do  not  harm  me  !"  cried  Charley,  falling 
on  his  knees  ;  ^^  I  love  you  !" 

Gale  ran  his  burning  hand  across  his  throb- 
bing forehead,  and  stared  wildly  on  Charley, 
then  exclaimed — 

'^ Keep  back  boy!  if  you  value  your  life; 
something  is  whispering  me  to  fire  now,  but — '' 
with  a  shudder  Gale  dropped  the  pistol,  saying 
in  a  hoarse,  husky  voice — '^  Go  away.  No,  first 
give  me  a  drink ;  my  mouth  is  on  fire — my 
blood  is  boiling — water  !  water  !" 

Frightened  as  Charley  was,  he  tottered  over 
to  a  broken  pitcher — in  which  was  about  a  pint 
of  water  ;  and  returning,  with  a  beating  heart, 
held  it  out,  saying — 

^^You  must  drink  out  of  this — there  is  no 
cup,  no  mug." 

The  baronet  grasped  at  the  jar  with  both 
hands  ;  forced  his  lips  against  the  ragged  edges 
till  they  bled — drank  off  the  contents  raven- 
ously, and  cried — 

'^  More  !  more  !     I  am  scorching  !" 

*^The  two  little  children  are  gone — they 
5   B- 
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were  frightened,  and  have  hid  away ;  I  do  not 
know  where  to  find  more." 

"  The  two  little  children  !"  repeated  Gale,  in 
a  less  grating  tone  ;  ^^  where  are  they  ?  Where 
is  Yioletta  ?  tell  her  to  come  to  me,  and  bring 
the  children.  No,  no,  she  will  harm  me;  oh — " 
he  sank  back  exhausted,  for  he  had  not  tasted 
food  for  twenty-four  hours — but  it  mattered  not, 
he  could  not  eat — the  burning  fever  was  feed- 
ing itself. 

The  cooling  beverage  had  calmed  his  brain  a 
little  ;  he  looked  anxiously  at  the  boy  for  a  long 
while,  then  said,  as  if  the  delirium  had  taken 
another  and  gentler  turn — 

''Where  is  Flora?" 

"  She  is  still  at  Mrs.  Potts'." 

After  another  long  pause,  during  which  he 
was  undergoing  excruciating  pain  from  his 
swollen  leg,  he  said — 

'^  I  am  dying ;  I  know  it.  Ask  Sister  Agnes 
to  come  and  see  me — go  to  her,  tell  her  that  I 
am  sinking  fast.  Oh !  what  torture  of  body 
and  mind  I"  he  groaned  aloud. 

After  a  desperate  struggle  to  overcome  tlie 
agony  he  was  enduring,  Gale  resumed,  with  his 
features  twitching — 

'•  I  have  been  a  wicked  man — God  forgive 
me  !"  Pressing  the  little  fellow  to  his  breast, 
he  saidj  in  a  voice  of  fearful  solemnity — ''As 


TALBOT    HALL.  83 

you  hope  for  a  parent's  blessing  before  you  die, 
go  this  instant  to  Sister  Agnes  !" 

^' What  shall  I  say?'' 

^^  That  I  am  dying  ;  go,  go  !" 

The  tired  boy  moved  to  the  door,  walked  as 
far  as  the  mound  Hervey  had  thrown  up  over 
O'NeiPs  child,  then  sat  down  and  cried  bit- 
terly. 
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CHAPTEE  Y. 


'^  Why  are  we  detained  here  ?  If  you  are  not 
aiding  in  some  plot,  why  act  thus  ?  Let  us 
depart — it  is  in  your  power,"  said  Ada,  address- 
ing Sister  Agnes. 

The  nun  sat  down  on  the  chair  nearest  her, 
and  sighed  deeply. 

"  Though  I  know  so  little  of  you,"  resumed 
Ada,  "you  treat  me  as  if  I  were  your  child; 
you  are  very  gentle — have  pity  on  us."  Tears 
fell  fast  down  her  hollow  cheek.  "I  see  you 
are  melting ;  it  is  against  your  wish  that  we 
are  deprived  of  our  liberty — then  why  not  yield 
to  your  softer  nature — why  be  guided  by  that 
stern  woman  ?" 

"  She  is  not  stern  ;  she — " 

"  Who  is  she,  that  she  dare  keep  us  against 
our  wills  ?" 

"  You  are  detained  by  Mrs.  Talbot's  wish." 

"  By  mama's  !"  exclaimed  Lucy ;  "  what  has 
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happened  ?  Is  papa  ill  ? — has  cousin  Tom — ? 
is  Mr.  Hervoy — ?'' 

*^  They  are  all  very  uneasy  about  Mr.  Hervey ; 
here  is  a  note  to  you  from  Mrs.  Talbot.'' 

Ada  took  it,  and  going  over  to  the  window 
broke  the  seal  hurriedly.  It  was  headed 
*' private." 

"  Circumstances  have  occurred,  dearest  Ada, 
which  are  making  me  very  miserable.  I  cannot 
explain  them  to  you  for  a  few  days  ;  yet  it  is 
but  right  to  let  you  know  that  they  concern  you 
and  Mr.  Hervey  ;  and  that  1  fear  much  un- 
happiness  is  in  store  for  poor  dear  Lucy.  Darcy, 
too,  has  been  very  much  excited — he  is  ill  in 
mind  ;  would  to  heaven  you  and  he  had  never 
met.  One  favour  I  ei^treat ;  remain  where  you 
are  for  a  couple  of  days  ;  and,  oh  !  be  gentle  to 
Sister  Agnes — for  she  has  suffered  great  wrongp. 
You  will  fancy  the  Superior  cold ;  bear  with 
her,  she  is  not  so  naturally.  Console  my  dar- 
ling child,  Vv'ho  must  learn  to  endure  disap- 
pointment ;  give  her  our  devoted  love,  and  may 
God  direct, 

"  Your's  affectionately, 

"T.Talbot." 

''  If  you  will  not  show  me  the  note,  tell  me, 
has  anything  happened  to  papa  r"' 


85  TALBOT   HALt. 

**Your  mama  expresses  uneasiness  about 
him,  about  you,  about — " 

*^  About  cousin  Darcy  ?" 

*'  About  myself." 

After  a  painful  silence,  Ada  approached  the 
nun,  who  feeling  her  hand  gently  taken,  made 
an  eflPort  to  rise  from  the  seat;  but  sinking 
again,  she  raised  her  sorrowing  eyes,  to  study 
her  beautiful  features — which  had  become  so 
femininely  soft,  that  Ada  no  longer  seemed  the 
same  person. 

**  You  have  suffered  wrongs,"  whispered 
Ada,  in  a  voice  of  sweetest  softness  ;  ^'  I  am 
very  sorry  for  being  angry  with  you ;  do  you 
forgive  me  ?" 

The  Sister  could  not  speak  ;  but  laying  her 
head  on  the  sympathizing  girl's  shoulder,  she 
wept  silently. 

Lucy  looked  on  the  suffering  nun,  and, 
though  feeling  deeply  for  her  distress,  her 
jealous  heart  whispered  that  uneasiness  about 
flervey  was  the  cause  of  the  nun's  grief; 
but  when  she  saw  her  head  resting  on  Ada's 
shoulder,  a  fresh  feeling  of  pain  entered  Lucy's 
breast ;  her  face  coloured,  then  blanched,  she 
thought  the  nun  was  trying  to  supplant  her  in 
Ada's  affections.  Without  a  word  she  moved 
to  her  companion's  side,  and  scarce  knowing 
why,  laid  her  face  on   Ada's  other  shoulder. 
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drew  from  the  Sister's  fingers  the  hand  she 
heldj  pressed  it  to  her  own  heart,  and  burst 
into  tears. 

Miss  Gordon  returned  the  pressure  in  silence, 
and  kissing  Lucy's  cheek,  signed  her  to  notice 
the  nun.  Lucy,  at  first,  not  exactly  under- 
standing her,  looked  up  into  Ada's  face ;  there 
was  no  sign  of  tears  there,  though  it  was  moved 
by  emotion. 

^^I  will  remain  here,"  said  Ada,  thoughtfully; 
*'  we  must  try  to  console  each  other."  To  the 
nun—  ^'  Cannot  you  confide  your  sorrows  to 
me  ?  I  feel  deeply  for  your  distress.  I  always 
loved  you." 

The  sister  shook  her  head  mournfully,  and 
only  replied  with  a  sigh. 

''Do  you  know,"  asked  Lucy,  timidly  creep- 
ing her  fingers  over  to  the  nun's  hand,  ''  why 
the  Mother  Abbess  wished  to  see  me  here  ?  Do 
you  think  it  was  to — "  colouring,  and  taking 
the  nun's  hand,  "  but  mama  and  the  Superior 
are  both  quite  mistaken  ;  he  does  not — " 

Lucy,  checking  herself,  pulled  Hervey's 
note  from  her  bosom,  and — with  that  strange 
perversity  in  woman's  nature — held  it  out  to 
her  suspected  rival^ — of  whom,  a  moment  pre- 
vious, she  was  doubly  jealous. 

The  Sister  read  it  through  tears,  then  whis- 
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pered,  in  a  tone  of  earnest  conviction,  as  she 
gently  pressed  the  anxious  girl's  fingers — 

"  Do  not  believe  it,  he  loves  you  dearly  ;  but 
there  are  circumstances—''  then  checking  her- 
self— as  if  more  had  been  said  than  she  had 
intended — she  added,  with  a  deep-drawn  breath, 
'^  Sir  Henry  Gale  !  Sir  Henry  Gale  !" 

'^  He  is  a  bad  man,"  said  Ada,  with  her  lip 
curling. 

'^  I  dislike  him,  and  yet  I  am  afraid  of  an- 
gering him,"  murmured  Lucy. 

The  colour  started  to  the  nun's  white  face, 
and  died  away  again,  leaving  it  paler  than  ever, 
as  she  said  in  her  meek  voice — 

*^  He  was  not  always  bad — even  now  he  has 
kind  feelings ;  he  looks  for  a  rich  union  to 
redeem  the  estates." 

Ada's  eye  flashed  like  an  eaglets,  but  it 
softened  immediately  again. 

"  He  knew  Lord  Gordon,"  said  Lucy,  red- 
dening, ^'and  told  me  at  Colonel  Dawson's 
that  one  word  from  him  could  destroy  all  Mr. 
Hervey's  prospects." 

The  two  girls  looked  anxiously  at  the  nun  ; 
she  did  not  reply  ;  but  on  the  plea  of  seeing  to 
their  comforts,  rose,  saying — 

^'  As  the  Superior  is  too  ill  to  leave  her 
chamber,  I  must  act  the  hostess." 
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With  a  tread  light  and  noiseless,  she  glided 
out  of  the  room. 

Ada  remained  buried  in  deep  thought  for  a 
long  time  ;  when  drawing  Mrs.  Talbot's  note 
from  the  folds  of  her  dress,  she  said — 

"  Lucy,  I  have  thought  well ;  suspense  is 
more  trying  than  reality ;  you  must  learn  to 
bear  up  against  the  world's  troubles — do  not 
lean  so  heavily  on  me,  and  look  so  fearful,  or  1 
will  change  ray  mind.  Will  you  promise  not 
to  give  way  to  any  more  girlish  emotions  ?" 

''  Oh  yes,  yes,  dearest  Ada,  I  will  copy  you, 
if  you  will  only  show  me  mama's  note — it  is 
different  with  you ;  you  are  mistress  of  your 
own  actions,  and  so  is  cousin  Darcy." 

*'Hush,"  whisper  d  Ada,  handing  her  the 
note. 

It  was  a  touching  sight  to  see  the  young 
girl's  features  varying  as  she  proceeded,  and 
then  settle  into  calm  despair.  Looking  into 
her  companion's  face,  she  said  in  a  tone  of 
firmness  which  amazed  Ada — 

"  I  am  resigned  ;  I  promised  to  copy  you." 

**  Dearest,  sweet  girl !"  exclaimed  Miss  Gor- 
don, opening  her  arms. 

"  No,"  said  Lucy,  her  lips  becoming  tremu- 
lous,  ''  do  not  kiss  me,  or  all  my  forti ," 

without  finishing  the  sentence  she  moved  away 
to  the  window. 
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Ada,  struggling  with  her  strong  feelings, 
followed  a  few  steps,  paused,  hesitated,  then 
turning  from  her,  seated  herself  at  the  table, 
and  fixed  her  eyes  on  Lucy  in  admiration. 

Another  nun  waited  on  the  two  girls  ;  and 
when  Ada  asked  for  the  sister  of  charity,  the 
reply  was — 

"  She  cannot  leave  the  Superior,  who  is 
very  ill ;  I  am  therefore  deputed  to  attend 
you  to  your  sleeping  apartment.'' 

All  that  night  Ada  lay  listening  to  the 
moaning  wind  repeating  the  waves'  mournful 
dirge ;  she  thought  incessantly  of  Sister  Agnes  ; 
but  when,  towards  dawn,  the  wild  roar  became 
louder,  and  the  old  window  frames  shook,  and 
the  panes  rattled  in  the  shrunken  sashes,  she 
thought  of  Darcy's  love  for  the  sea,  and  how 
often  he  had  been  out  on  just  so  wild  a  night. 

Lucy  did  not  seem  to  heed  the  storm ;  she 
wept  silently,  and,  like  a  lily,  bowed  down  by 
the  plentiful  dew,  her  head  lay  low,  as  she  cried 
herself  to  sleep.  When  morning  came,  iVda 
was  silently  standing  over  her,  brushing  away 
the  sparkling  drops  which  continued  to  gather 
ou  the  long  fringed  lashes,  even  in  slumber. 

When  she  awoke,  they  tied  each  other's  hair 
in  silence ;  knelt  side  by  side  in  prayer  ;  next 
held  each  other  in  a  long  embrace,  then  moved 
through   the  noiseless  building  on  tiptoe,  but 
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never  a  word   did  they  exchange   until   they 
reached  the  reception  room. 

"  If  she  were  still  with  us,"  said  Ada  at  last 
'^  I  could  endure  this  imprisonment,  but  without 
her  I  cannot — will  not  1" 

She  tried  the  hall  door ;  it  was  fast.  Ada 
felt  it  was  useless  to  repine,  and  as  she  stood 
thinking,  with  Lucy  by  her  side,  a  footstep 
approached  from  without. 

"  Who  is  there  ?"  asked  Ada. 

*' Ellen  Foster." 

^^  The  lodge-keeper,"  whispered  Lucy. 

"  I  have  a  note  to  be  delivered  this  blessed 
minute  to  the  holy  mother." 

^'  She  is  very  ill ;  put  it  under  the  door," 
said  Ada, 

"  From ;"  L-icy  was  going  to  exclaim 

"  Mama,"  when  Miss  Gordon,  signing  her  to 
keep  silence,  said  aloud,  "I  have  got  it;  you 
had  better  return  in  half-an-hour  to  see  if 
there  is  any  answer." 

The  lodge-keeper  hesitated,  and  with  a  slight 
feeling  of  suspicion,  retired. 

Ada,  as  she  looked  on  the  note,  turned  pale ; 
and  Lucy,  without  daring  to  make  a  remark, 
gazed  on  the  superscription,  which  had  been 
written  by  a  treaibling  hand  ;  whilst  each,  in 
mute  silence,  stared  on  the  black  seal. 

''  Whose  death  can  it  announce  ?"  said  Ada, 
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after  a  long  pause,  during  which  Lucy  contin- 
ued to  eye  the  ominous  envelope. 

*'  The  seal  is  broken,  and  the  envelope  torn," 
resumed  Miss  Gordon,  "  by  being  forced  under 
the  door.'' 

*'It  is  to  the  Superior — can  there  be  any 
harm,  dearest  Ada,  in — ?" 

*'  We  have  no  right  to " 

^'  See  !"  exclaimed  Lucy,  interrupting  her, 
^^  it  has  dropped  out  of  the  envelope." 

As  it  lay,  unfolded  by  the  fall,  Lucy  saw  one 
word;  it  was  her  lover's  name;  instantly  her 
eye  ran  over  the  contents.  She  leaned  back 
against  the  wall,  and  cried  aloud — 

"  He  is  dead  !  and  cousin  Tom  is  dro^vned  !" 

Throwing  herself  into  Ada's  arms,  she  sobbed 
convulsively. 

Miss  Gordon  looked  on  her  as  if  she  had 
uttered  something  startling,  but  incredible. 

The  blood  rushed  to  her  brain  in  a  scorching 
jet,  throbbing  the  temples  almost  to  bursting, 
then  sank  to  the  heart  like  quicksilver  in  the 
wildest  tempest.  She  lifted  the  fatal  note ; 
her  eyes  were  fixed  on  it ;  her  hand  did  not 
tremble,  but  the  nerves  vibrated  from  the 
tension,  which  caused  the  fingers  to  contract 
and  mechanically  crush  the  paper,  whilst  an 
icy  chill  stole  over  her  whole  frame ;  but  the 
silent  agony,  which  lay  hid  beneath  the  calm 
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and  still  exterior,  wrung  from  her,  her  Maker's 
name. 

Then  turning  her  eyes  on  Lucy,  she  stared 
incredulously  from  her  to  the  note.  Suddenly 
Ada  pressed  her  hysterically  to  her  breast. 
The  throbbing  in  the  brain  came  on  again,  and 
when  it  subsided,  Ada  trembled  even  more 
violently  than  she  who  clung  to  her ;  yet,  no 
tear,  not  even  a  sigh,  betrayed  the  inward 
throes  which  were  struggling  to  escape  from 
her  tightly  compressed  lips. 

After  a  long  pause,  during  which  she  was 
taxing  her  nerves  to  the  utmost,  Ada  said  with 
an  effort  to  speak  calmly — 

'^  I  will  take  the  note  myself  to  the  Abbess, 
I  will  watch  her  thin  face,  and  read  her  nature ; 
though  she  has  bejn  cold  to  me,  and  deaf  to 
our  entreaties,  this  stunning  intelligence  may 
soften  her  heart,  and — '' 

^'  It  is  not  her  doing ;  mama  spoke  to  me 
before,"  sobbed  Lucy. 

''  She  is  cruel  and  heartless  !" 

*'  No,  no ;  she  used  to  be  kind  to  me  ;  it  was 
never  her  nature  to  smile." 

*'  Was  it  not  heartless  to  tell  me  my  mo- 
ther—" 

As  Ada  checked  herself  her  face  flushed. 

There    was   a    long    pause,    during   which 
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nothing  was  audible  but  Lucy's  sobs  and  Ada's 
hard  breathing. 

'^  Lucy,"  she  resumed  firmly,  ^^  we  must 
leave  this,  ;  I  will  not  remain  here." 

"  Ada,  I  care  not  now  if  I  never  leave  these 
walls — I  am  wretched." 

''  Have  you  not  my  deepest  sympathy?" 
^' Yes,  "replied  Lucy  rousing  as  her  misfortunes 
darkened,  ^'  yes ;  but  you  do  not  yet  feel  the 
blow,  it  has  come  so  unexpectedly  on  you. 
I  was  prepared  for  some  calamity  ;  I  told  mama 
my  secret  misgivings ;  you  do  not,  no  one  can 
feel  what  I—" 

^'  Husli"  interrupted  Ada,  ^'  you  do  not, 
cannot  enter  into  my  nature ;  it  is  different 
from  your  gentle  disposition ;  but  its  love, 
dearett  girl,"  kissing  her  fondly,  "  is  not  less 
affectionate  than  your  own." 

She  supported  Lucy  to  the  sofa,  and  leaning 
tenderly  over  her,  whispered — 

''We  must  learn  to  bow  to  God's  will." 

''  I  am  not  complaining ;  only  a  few  tears 
more,  then  I  shall  be  resigned.  I  cannot  keep 
down  these  sobs  —  they  are  stronger  than 
I  am." 

Ada  watched  her  grief  for  awhile,  then 
moved  with  a  firm  step  to  the  Superior's 
room. 
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^^  Who  is  there  ?"  asked  a  low  voice. 

Ada  without  replying  entered  the  apart- 
ment. The  Abbess  was  in  bed  with  her  face 
to  the  wall  in  the  act  of  praying ;  when  she 
turned  round  and  saw  who  the  intruder  was, 
she  drew  her  black  veil  over  her  thin  face,  and 
said  with  forced  composure — 

"  I  cannot  see  you  now,  I  am  too  unwell." 

*'  Nature"  whispered  Ada,  ''  has  pointed  out 
to  me  that  Sister  Agnes  is  my  mother." 

The  Abbess  raised  her  arms,  leant  forward, 
then  dropping  them  to  her  side,  sank  back  on 
the  bed. 

Ada  approached  her,  and  again  the  Superior's 
arms  were  mechanically  raised,  but  the  face 
was  turned  away. 

*'  I  have  brought  you  this  note,  myself,  as 
the  seal  was  broken  and  the  envelope  torn  when 
it  came  to  my  hand." 

"From  whom  is  it?"  she  articulated,  raising 
her  sunken  eyes,  which  suddenly  shone  with  a 
strange  sparkle  through  the  dark  veil,  as  she 
stared  wildly  on  the  address  and  the  black 
seal. 

"  Heaven  !"  screamed  she,  dropping  the  note 
after  a  hurried  perusal.    ''  God's  retribution  !" 

Ada  watched  the  Superior,  who,  seemingly 
unconscious  of  a  second  person  beiug  in  the 
room,  stared  with  her  eyes  fixed,  as  if  she  were 
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peering  into  eternity.  Seeing  that  whilst  she 
remained  in  this  painful  position,  the  veins  on 
her  neck  stood  out  in  blue  welts,  Ada  shook 
her.  The  Abbess  sprang  up,  and,  throwing 
back  her  long  veil  so  hastily  that  her  grey  hair 
strayed  over  her  shoulders,  stared  agitatedly 
into  her  face,  leant  forward,  and  fell  into  Ada's 
arms. 
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CHAPTER    YL 


Miss  Gordon,  after  relating  to  Lucy  what  had 
occurred  with  the  Superior,  tried  to  allay  her 
companion's  fears,  by  leading  her  to  hope  that 
they  would  certainly  leave  on  the  morrow. 

The  day  was  a  long  one,  both  felt  very  un- 
happy, and  retired  early  to  their  couches ;  the 
one  to  fret,  the  other  to  think  deeply. 

*^  Oh  !  it  is  very  soothing  to  see  the  clear 
light  of  day,  after  a  long  night,  spent  in  sor- 
rowful thoughts — oh,  me  !"  sighed  Lucy  early 
the  following  morning, 

"  Get  up,  dear,"  said  Ada,  stooping  to  kiss 
her  forehead. 

Lucy  wound  her  arms  around  Miss  Gordon's 
neck,  as  if  she  could  cling  to  none  other  but 
her  for  protection. 

Gently  disengaging  herself,  Ada  said — 

^^  We  must  have  no  seenes  of  emotion  :  each 
must  to-day  prove  that  she  can  act  with  resolu- 
tion, otherwise,  we  shall  still  be  detained  here." 

VOL,  III.  F 
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Lucy  promised  to  act  firmly. 

^*  I  must  first  tell  you  that  the  Abbess  has 
sent  to  say  she  wishes  us  to  remain  some  days 
longer  in  the  Nunnery. " 

''  Oh  !  no,  Ada,  do  not  stay — if  you  will 
only  direct  me,  you  shall  have  no  cause  to 
reproach  my  weakness.'^ 

Miss  Goidon  did  not  reply — she  was  buried 
in  deep  thought,  her  splendid  features  white 
as  alabaster,  and  her  lips  firmly  set.  A 
shade,  not  a  frown,  gathered  on  her  brow ;  her 
eyes  had  lost  a  portion  of  their  brilliancy  ;  but 
the  spark  in  them  had  only  receded  to  the 
brain  where,  like  a  slow  match,  it  burnt,  ready 
to  fire  the  mine. 

^'  What  answer  did  you  give  ?"  again  asked 
Lucy. 

Ada's  attention  thus  roused,  she  was  about 
to  reply,  when  a  nun  entered  to  say  that  the 
Mother  Abbess  would  not  be  able  to  see  Miss 
Gordon  to-day,  and  that  she  was  desired  to  add 
they  could  not  leave  at  present,  for  reasons  that 
would  afterwards  be  explained. 

'^  Oh,  but  we  must  !"  exclaimed  Lucy, 
sitting  up  in  the  bed,  and  parting  from  her  face 
the  long  ringlets  which  had  escaped  from  the 
net  in  which  she  slept. 

"  Her  wishes  are  commands,  that  all  within 
these  walls  must  obey." 
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"Tell  her!"  said  Ada,  drawing  up  haugh- 
tily, "that  Miss  Gordon  insists  on  leaving 
immediately,  and  taking  Miss  Talbot  with 
her." 

"  Eut — "  began  the  nun. 

"  Give  me  no  reasons,"  interrupted  Ada, 
angrily,   "  I  am  determined  I" 

*^  I  am  desired  to  say  that  you  are  detained 
by  Mrs.  Talbot's  express  desire." 

"  Tell  the  Superior  that  I  will  judge  and  act 
for  myself." 

"  And  for  me  too,  Ada,"  whispered  Lucy, 
adding,  "  oh,  promise  not  to  leave  without  me  ?" 

"You  must  then  second  my  determination," 
replied  Miss  Gordon,  as  the  nun  left  the  room 
to  take  back  the  answer  to  the  Abbess. 

"  I  will,  I  will,  dearest  Ada,  only  tell  me 
what  to  do." 

"  No  more  tears,  Lucy  ;  dress  yourself  quickly ; 
here,  let  me  tie  your  hair  ?  Don't  mind  part- 
ing it,  give  me  the  comb;  now,  turn  round, 
and  let  me  clasp  your  dress — put  on  your 
bonnet.     Don't  mind  looking  in  the  glass." 

"  I  was  not  thinking  of  one,  only -" 

"Only  what?" 

"That  you  seem  angry  vath  me." 

"  JSTo,  Lucy,  I  want  to  keep  cool,  and  wish  to 
avoid  all  scenes  of  emotioii  ;  you  promised  to  be 
firm." 
F  2 
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"  I  will,  dear  Ada — but — but,  you  are  so 
quiet,  one  would  not  know,  except  by  your 
white  face,  that " 

^'  Hush  !  some  one  is  coming.'' 

*'The  Superior,"  said  the  nun,  returning, 
"  is  very  ill — and  asks  as  the  greatest  favor  that 
you " 

"  Cease,"  interrupted  Ada,  *^  my  plans  are 
taken,  I  will  not  be  talked  over  ;  lead  me  out 
of  the  Nunnery  this  instant  !" 

The  nun  cowered  beneath  Ada's  commanding 
look,   and  replied, 

**  It  is  not  in  my  power  ;  none  can  pass  from 
the  Nunnery  without  the  Superior's  sanc- 
tion." 

Lucy,  who  had  been  leaning  on  Ada's  arm, 
drew  herself  up,  and  said — 

^'  Tell  the  Superior  that  we  will  not  be  de- 
tained against  our  wills." 

The  nun  shook  her  head. 

"  Take  me  to  her  room  I"  cried  Miss  Gordon, 
authoritatively. 

For  a  couple  of  moments  the  determined  girl 
stood  silently  looking  on  the  amazed  nun,  who 
gazed  on  her  in  perfect  surprise,  without  reply- 
ing. Suddenly  Ada  seemed  to  have  come  to 
some  resolution ;  throwing  her  arm  around 
Lucy's  waist,  she  hurried  her  along  the  passage, 
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and  pushed  open  the  door  at  the  upper  end, 
and  drew  her  into  the  chapeL 

The  nun  followed,  •  and  falling  on  her 
knees  before  Ada,  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  of 
fear — 

'^  Por  Heaven's  sake,  do  not !" 

^'  Then  go  !"  called  out  Ada,  the  fire  flashing 
back  to  her  eyes,  whilst  a  smile  of  exultation 
parted  her  lips,  '^  and  tell  her  that  Miss  Gordon 
holds  the  belfry  rope,  and  that  unless  she 
pledges  her  word  to  allow  us  to  depart  at  once, 
I  will  peal  at  it  until  the  very  deaf  shall  hear 
and  tremble — go  !  You  have  my  last  and  only 
message !" 

The  nun,  after  imploring  in  vain,  rose  to  her 
feet,  and  reeled  as  she  left  the  chapel. 

Lucy  clasped  her  arms  around  Miss  Gordon^s 
waist,  and  looked  at  her  face,  which  softened 
the  moment  the  nun  had  left. 

"I  am  sorry  to  treat  her  so  sternly,"  said 
Ada  ;  "  but  I  must  be  firm." 

''  I  am  very  faint — I  cannot  help  feeling 
alarmed." 

'"•  Eemember  your  promise,  or  leave  me  this 
instant !" 

Had  Miss  Gordon  folded  Lucy  to  her  bosom 
as  she  longed  to  do,  it  is  likely  that  she  would 
have   fainted,    but   the   cold,  repulsive   words 
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which  fell  on  her  hearing,  like  iced  water, 
revived  her  instantly. 

''  Yes,  I  will  be  firm,  Ada,  but  do  not  be 
angry  T/ith  me  !" 

**  Prove  to  me  that  I  was  wrong  in  taxing 
you  with  weakness." 

'^  You  were  wrong,  dearest  Ada  —  look 
at  me  now — I  will  help  you  to  peal  the 
bell." 

^'  No,  no,  do  not  touch  it  until  we  hear  her 
reply  ;  it  is  the  Inst  time  I  shall  deign  to  peti- 
tion for  our  freedom." 

^^  But  how  can  we  get  out  ?" 

She  dare  not  hazard  a  refusal ;  consider  the 
scandal  to  which  such  a  wild  and  alarming  peal 
would  subject  the  Superior,  at  a  time  too, 
when  strange  reports  are  afloat  about  the 
nunnery." 

''  I  feel  very  nervous,"  said  Lucy,  after  they 
had  waited  a  long  time,  and  the  nun  did 
not  return  with  an  answer,  "  but  do  not 
be  angry,  it  is  not  want  of  firmness — this 
dreadful  suspense  !  —  what  can  be  keeping 
her  ?" 

''  Hold  this  rope,"  and  the  moment  I  give 
the  alarm,  pull  it  with  all  your  might,"  said 
Miss  Gordon,  stepping  across  the  chapel  with 
her  eyes  on  something  the  nun  had  dropt. 
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"The  key!  the  key!"  exclaimed  Lucy, 
brightening  with  returning  hope. 

"  Hush  !  be  prudent  I"  whispered  Ada  smil- 
ing encouragingly,  "  we  may  now  effect  our 
escape." 
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CHAPTEE  VU. 


On  tbe  morning  following  the  night  on  which 
Mrs.  Talbot  had  suffered  so  much  in  mind, 
the  tempest  had  encreased  to  such  a  pitch 
that  the  sea  was  one  vast  sheet  of  boiling 
foam.  All  hope  for  the  yacht's  safety  was 
at  an  end. 

It  was  on  this  day  that  Colonel  Dawson  and 
another  magistrate  held  an  inyestigation  at 
Talbot  Hall. 

Before  them,  unable  to  stand,  sat  in  a  chair, 
his  hair  wet  from  the  rain,  his  face  wan,  his 
frame  wasted  by  sickness  and  mental  agony, 
Hugh  O'Neil. 

So  violently  did  the  wretched  man  tremble 
from  the  cold,  that  Mr.  Talbot  ordered  the 
chair  to  be  moved  nearer  to  the  fire.  A  glow 
of  warm  gratitude  tinged  his  v/asted  cheek  as 
bowing  he  proceeded  to  narrate  all  he  knew 
regarding  Gale  being  in  the  mountains,  and 
for  what  purpose. 

**  Now/'  said   Colonel  Dawson,   addressing 
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him,  ^^  cannot  you  elicit  something  from  your 
son;  it  appears  he  was  with  Young  on  the 
night  of  Doyle's  murder." 

''  No,  your  honor,"  he  replied  sorrowfully, 
^^  only  God  that  knows  the  creature's  thoughts ; 
his  mother  used  to — but — " 

Hugh  bowed  and  sighed  deeply,  adding — 

"  I  have  told  all  I  know." 

When  he  was  removed  the  three  magistrates' 
eyes  met ;  Mr.  Talbot  looking  at  them  said — 

^'  He  is  too  ill  to  send  to  the  gaol ;  I  will 
hold  myself  answerable  for  his  appearing  when- 
ever the  trial  comes  on." 

Mrs.  Potts  was  then  brought  forward.  'No 
ways  abashed,  she  looked  around  the  room, 
then  on  the  magistrates,  with  considerable 
composure,  and  next  on  old  Frank's  son.  She 
swore  to  James  Young  being  the  person  she  had 
seen  enter  the  Agent's  cottage,  for  that  hear- 
ing Mr.  Doyle  was  leaving  on  the  sly,  she  had 
managed  to  be  there;  She  would  not  swear 
that  no  one  else  went  in  after  her  seeing  the 
prisoner  enter  the  house ;  but  she  would  posi- 
tively swear  that  IS'owlan  and  O'Shane  were 
the  two  men  who  braved  the  deep  liquid  seas, 
and  believed,  to  the  best  of  her  knowledge, 
that  Captain  Leslie  and  Mr.  Darcy  were  the 
two  gentlemen  who  got  into  the  other  boat, 
but  who   the   third  aerial  form  was  that  flew 
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through  the  air  like  a  bounding  stag  from 
rock  to  precipice,  she  could  not  tell,  as  he  was 
quite  unknown  to  her,  but  he  pushed  the  boat 
off  like  a  true  hero,  as  if  he  was  Neptune 
and  it  a  cockle-shell ;  she  proceeded  without 
drawing  breath  or  minding  the  magistrates^ 
orders  to  be  silent — 

**  I  watched  the  two  ships,  when  the  moon 
came  forth,  until  they  were  entangled  in  the 
despondiug  rage  of  the  dashing  waves  and 
tossed  by  the  boreal  force  of  the  vicious 
winds.''  Here  she  drew  a  long  breath,  and 
looked  on  the  audience  to  see  the  effect 
produced. 

'^  D — n  her  tongue  !"  exclaimed  the  Colonel 
losing  all  patience. 

''  Whose  tongue  ?"  called  out  Mrs.  Potts, 
iooidng  to  the  door,  where  two  curious  maid- 
servants listened,  '^  yes,  sir,  you  are  right, 
niake  them  be  silent ;  some  woiiien  are  always 
whispering  and  prying." 

Mr.  Talbot  signed  his  colleague  to  let  her 
have  her  o\vn  way,  when  she  resumed  afresh — 

'^  Only  for  the  police  (I  do  not  mean  Cdptain 
Jierrigan,  he  ought  to  be  the  chief)  interfering 
with  me,  I  coiild  tell  who  murdered  Ai.  iiervey, 
for  I  saw  bir  iienry  and  him  esculapiug  over 
the  gate  and — and  as  he  never  came  back, 
there  caa  be  no  doubt  his  head  is  laid  low  m 
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the  crumbling  dust  to  which  we  must  all 
return." 

Mrs.  Potts  made  an  extraordinary  curtsey, 
saying,  as  she  stared  steadily  on  James  Young, 
who  did  not  heed  her — 

"  I  will  assist  you,  gentlemen,  in  tracing 
him  through  all  his  murderous  movements, 
when  I  am  legally  summoned  before  a  crowded 
court,  in  the  presence  of  the  solemn  wigged 
judge." 

James  Young  was  then  desired  to  come 
nearer  ;  he  moved  up  to  the  magistrates  with  a 
firm  step,  looked  steadily  from  the  one  to  the 
other,  and  asked  in  a  clear  voice  what  were  the 
charges  brought  against  him  ? 

Mr.  Talbot,  after  telling  him  that  he  had 
committed  a  great  breach  in  the  law,  by  robbing 
his  landlord,  a  breach  for  which  he  subjected 
himself  to  transportation,  went  on — 

^'  But  that,  bad  as  it  was,  sinks  into  nothing- 
ness when  compared  to  the  heiuous  crime  of 
cold-blooded  murder,  of  which  you  stand 
charged." 

James,  raising  his  head,  said,  almost 
fiercely — 

"  I  never  struck  a  living  mortal  in  cold 
blood  ;  I  have  spilt  blood  as  often  as  any  man, 
but  always  in  fair  fights." 

**  The  evidence,"  remarked  Colonel  Dawson, 
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*^  is  very  powerful  against  you ;  bow  came  you 
to  be  found  secreted  away?  and  your  sbirt 
smeared  witb  blood,  which  Nelly  was  caught  in 
the  act  of  washing,  and  on  which  there  were 
fresh  stains ;  but,  more  remarkable  still,  how^ 
came  you  to  have  on  one  of  the  Agent's  shirts  ? 
These  are  startling  facts  !" 

James  hung  his  head,  but  did  not  reply. 

"  That  looks  bad,"  whispered  the  third 
magistrate  ;  '*  we  must  consider  you  guilty, 
and  order  you  to  be  taken  to  the  county  gaol 
until  the  assizes — do  you  hear  me,  prisoner  ?" 

'^Prisoner  I  am,"  repl  ed  Young,  eyeing  the 
irons  on  his  w^rist,  ''  but  they  were  put  on  by  a 
girl,  and  only  for  her  there  would  have  been 
rivers  of  blood  running  that  night." 

"Young!"  said  Mr.  Talbot,  solemnly,  "did 
you  murder  the  Agent  ?" 

The  prisoner  drew  himself  up  haughtily, 
and  looking  at  one  after  the  other,  he  said — 

"  Stare  m  my  two  eyes  —steadily — now, 
answer  me,  do  1  look  like  a  murderer  ?" 

There  was  a  dead  silence  ;  during  which  the. 
three  magistrates  could  not  take  their  eyes 
off  him. 

"More,"  he  said,  breaking  the  stillness,  in  a 
calm,  firm  voice;  "I  know  the  thoughts  in 
vour  hearts  at  this  same  minute,  and  God 
knows  mine.     1  will  answer  no  q^uestions  until 
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the  (lay  of  my  trial.  Now,  order  me  to  be 
taken  away." 

The  prisoner  stood  before  them  more  like  a 
judge  than  a  criminal. 

After  a  moment's  hesitation,  he  turned  to  the 
police,  who  stood  close — 

''  Shift*  the  manacles,  they  are  too  small ;  see, 
they  are  eating  into  risy  wrists — which  are  not 
like  yours,  who  only  handle  a  gun ;"  he  held 
up  his  powerful  arms,  w^ith  a  smile  of  satisfac- 
tion playing  on  his  face ;  and  when  they  asked 
if  he  would  submit  quietly  to  fresh  ones  being 
put  on,  he  replied — ''  Yes." 

''  Give  your  word,"  said  the  third  magistrate, 
looking  nervous. 

^'The  breed  I  belong  to  never  require  to 
swear  to  such  trifles  ;  they  may  remain  on  and 
cut  me  to  the  bone  beiore  I  give  any  other 
promise  1" 

^  I  will  answer  for  hirn  I"   cried  Mr.  Talbot. 

"And  I  !"  called  out  Colonel  Dawson. 

Tne  prisoner  looked  gratefully  at  them;  and, 
when  the  irons  were  taken  off,  he  swung  his 
arms,  saying,  as  he  played  his  fingers — 

"  Leave  me  free  for  a  few  moments  !" 

Bowing  gratefully  for  the  short  reprieve,  he 
crimsoned  to  the  temples  —held  out  his  wrists — 
lowered  his  head  on  his  breast,  and  groaned 
aloudj  as  they  led  him  away  to  the  prison  cell. 
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"  You  are  certain,  Talbot,"  said  Colonel  Daw- 
son, ^*  that  it  was  the  Black  Snake's  hull,  which 
was  found  strewn  along  the  shore,  this  morn- 
ing ?'' 

''  Quite !  several  of  the  fishermen  could 
identify  the  pieces  of  the  wreck  ;  there  can  be 
no  mistake." 

"  And — any  sign  of  the  yacht  ?" 

'*  None ;  the  pilots  say  that  she  could  not 
have  lived  out  such  a  gale." 

Mr.  Talbot  and  Colonel  Dawson  shook  their 
heads  sorrowfully.  The  third  magistrate  pressed 
both  their  hands  in  silence  ;  the  three  rose  from 
their  seals  with  mournful  faces,  then  left  the 
room,  as  if  they  were  following  a  funeral. 

^'  It  will  make  my  wife  miserable  ;  stretch  a 
point  of  duty  for  her  sake  !"  entreated  Mr. 
Talbot,  addressing  Kennedy,  some  time  later. 

**I-!;possible  !" 

At  this  moment  Miss  Dawson,  unannounced, 
entered  the  drawing-room,  in  which  she  found 
Mr.  Talbot  eagerly  asking  a  favour,  which  the 
officer  as  firmly  refused. 

*'Do,  for  my  sake,  Mr.  Kennedy  !"  said 
Emma,  in  a  low,  supplicating  tone,  turning  her 
pale  face  full  on  him. 

The  Superintendent  was  preparing  to  say 
*^  No,"  and  to  be  the  more  prepared,  dreading 
her  persuasive  power,  he  moved  to  depart ;  but 
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seeing  there  was  trouble  on  her  mind,  he  looked 
at  her  anxiously.  She  did  not  ask  again,  but 
her  pleading  eyes,  full  of  soft  entreaty,  were 
still  on  him. 

Without  answering,  he  pressed  Emma's 
hand,  and  left  the  room  abruptly. 

The  sternest  man's  resolution,  before  the 
wish  of  the  woman  he  loves,  is  but  a  bending 
reed,  which  bows  beneath  the  weight  of  her 
will. 

*'  Poor  Mr.  Hervey  !"  said  Emma,  approach- 
ing Mr.  Talbot.  •'  How  does — how  does  dear 
Lucy  bear  this  sad  bereavement  ?" 

**  She  is  at  the  nunnery.'' 

**  Does  she  know  of  his  rumoured  death  ?" 

".An  unfortunate  note  tell  into  her  hands 
■ — she  will  take  it  to  heart,  sadly  ;"  his  voice 
became  husky,  as  he  added — ■''  iierpoor  mother 
is  in  a  sad  state." 

"  May  1  go  and  sit  with  her  ?" 

"  Sue  is  better  left  to  herself." 

After  a  long  pause,  during  which  Emmu's 
face  had  become  shades  paler,  she  said — 

*^  Do  you  think  the  yaciit  is  lost  ?" 

"  iieaveu  ttlone  can  tell,  my  dear  girl ;  you 
seem  very  much  agitated — you  are  not  v/ell — 
what  ails  you  ?" 

'^  On  !  Mr  Talbot — think  of  all  that  has  oc 
carred." 
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Another  long  silence  followed,  ^YbIch  she 
again  broke,  by  remarking — 

*^  As  there  were  more  than  the  crew  on 
board  with  Mr.  Darcy,  might  they  not  have 
managed  to  save  the  yacht?" 

Mr.  Talbot  shook  his  head,  and  replied — 

^'Neither  the  pilots  nor  the  fishermen  think 
there  can  be  a  doubt  of  their  fate — they  even 
added — '  had  his  honor,  Mr.  llervey,  been  on 
board,  there  might  have  been  some  chance,^ 
like  them,  I  fear  Darcy  would  have  become 
fearfully  excited." 

''  But  was  there  not  some  one  else  ?" 

"Yes,  Captain  Leslie;  and  from  Mrs.  Pott's 
description,  John  Somers,  the  famed  pilot, 
which  it  is  a  comfort  to  think  of,  ior  he  is  a 
splendid  sailor." 

"  Is  it  certain  that  Captain  Leslie  went  with 
them  r 

"  Quite — there  is  not  a  doubt  on  the  sub- 
ject." 

"  And  you  think  there  is  no  hope  of  the 
yacht  being  saved  ?" 

"  I  fear  none." 

"How  long  will  this  fearful  uncertainty 
last  ?" 

"It  is  not  in  the  power  of  man  to  say." 

"  If  prayers — if  money — if  any  sacrifice," 
said  Emma,    allowing   herself    to   be   carried 


TALBOT   HALL.  113 

away  by  her  feelings,  and  starting  up  from  the 
chair  into  which  she  had  sank,  ''could  save 
them,"  checking  herself,  she  walked  over  to  the 
window. 

Mr.  Talbot,  alarmed  by  her  sudden  silence, 
touched  her  shoulder. 

Turning  round,  and  looking  into  his  face,  she 
said,  in  tones  of  aching  distress — • 

''  Oh,  do  not  say  there  is  no  hope — tell  me 
that  I  have  been  dreaming ;  or,  if  it  be  ail 
true,  say  there  is  hope.'^ 

''  I  dare  not  deceive  you." 

*'  If  I  could  weep  like  other  girls,  this 
dreadful  oppression  on  my  breast  would  get 
ease ;  but  my  eyes  are  dry,  and  my  temples 
are  burning.  I  could  bear  to  hear  their  bodies 
were  washed  ashore,  then  I  could  weep  until 
my  heart  would  be  lightened — but  this  fearful 
suspense — gracious  heavens  !  what  must  Lucy 
feel  !" 

"With  this  exclamation,  wrung  from  her  by 
the  force  of  her  feelings,  she  left  the  room. 
Flying  to  the  cliffs,  through  wind  and  rain,  she 
threw  herself  down  on  the  ground,  (unable  to 
stand  against  the  gale,)  and  strained  her  eyes 
over  the  wild,  roaring  ocean. 

The  spray  from  the  rock-dashed-breakers 
flew  up  to  the  heights  where  she  lay,  falling  iu 
snowy  flakes  on  her  cloak.     The  caverus  along 
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the  rock- bound- coast  repeated  the  sea's  mad 
roar,  and  though  her  eyes  ached,  piercing 
through  the  haze,  she  could  see  nothing  but 
rampant  waves  and  liquid  mountains  hurling 
themselves  against  each  other  with  such  force, 
that  the  very  air  was  filled  with  the  spray 
dashed  from  their  crested  tops.  The  gulls 
screamed  over  head,  and  seemed  to  mock  her ; 
all  was  wild  on  the  untamed  ocean,  whose 
bosom  was  rent  with  mad  throes  and  convulsed 
rage.  Not  a  speck  or  vestige  of  a  sail  was 
visible. 

^*  Poor  Lucy  !  poor,  dear,  aflfectionate  girl !" 
she  would  repeat  over  and  over,  scarce 
daring  to  acknowledge  to  herself  what  ailed 
her  own  heart. 

Perhaps  it  was  human  instinct  that  brought 
Kennedy  in  this  direction.  Emma  neither 
heard  nor  saw  him  until  he  was  kneeling  by 
her  side ;  suddenly  starting,  she  seized  and 
pressing  his  extended  hand,  said — 

'*Tell  me  they  are  safe,  and  I  will  feel 
grateful  to  you  all  my  life — oh,  say  something 
— anything,  Mr.  Kennedy." 

He  raised  her  from  the  ground,  supported 
her  against  the  gale,  then  said  in  her  ear — 

^'  This  is  the  happiest  moment  I  ever  en- 
joyed." 

Though  Emma  gave  him  a  look  full  of  mean- 
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ing,  he  was  too  blind  to  read  or  understand  it ; 
believing  it  to  be  what  he  hoped,  he  whis- 
pered— 

"  May  I  speak  to  Colonel  Dawson?'' 

*'Do  not  be  deceived,"  replied  she,  ear- 
nestly ;  ^*  I  shall  always  prize  your  friendship ; 
but  my  heart — it  is  not  mine  to  give." 

Emma's  words,  and  the  serious  tone  in 
which  they  were  spoken,  staggered  the  young 
officer,  who  asked,  openly — 

*^  On  whom  are  your  affections  set  ?" 

"  From  you,"  answered  Miss  Dawson,  draw- 
ing up,  and  freeing  herself  from  his  support, 
*'  from  you,  I  had  not  expected  so  unwarrant- 
able a  question." 

More  puzzled  than  ever,  (not  suspecting  she 
had  any  other  attachment,)  he  entreated  to  be 
allowed  to  see  her  back  to  the  Talbots,  where 
her  carriage  awaited  its  mistress's  return  to 
Golden  Fort. 

As  Kennedy  handed  the  sorrowing  girl  into 
the  equipage,  she  bowed  kindly  to  atone  for 
being  so  cold  to  him,  unconscious  that  his  lip 
had  touched  her  wet  glove. 

He  watched  the  receding  carriage — hope,  in 
the  midst  of  his  distress,  sprang  up  like  a 
snow  drop  in  the  depth  of  winter. 

When  Emma  reached  home,  she  locked  her- 
self in  her  own  room,  where  we  shall  leave 
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her,  without  baring  the  secret  which  was 
working  so  powei  fully  within  her  bosom.  Flirt 
though  slie  was,  her  heart  was  one  that  could 
and  did  ieel  deeply. 

Nelly,  after  leaving  O'^N'eil,  went  back  to 
her  father's  deserted  cabin,  where  she  sat 
shivering,  and  without  food  ;  the  pitiless  wind 
had  stripped  off  part  of  the  roof,  through  the 
openings  of  which  it  howled  like  a  famished 
monster  in  search  of  human  prey.  The  girl 
drew  herself  up  into  tie  smallest  space,  and 
covering  her  head  with  her  shawl,  sat  trem- 
bling on  the  worse  than  lonely  hearth. 

There  was  turf — she  sat  on  a  small  mound — 
but  she  dared  not  light  a  lire,  dreading  that  it 
might  betray  her  hiding-place  to  the  police. 
The  moon  ha  i  just  burst  out,  and  came  streaming 
through  the  roof,  when  hearing  a  crawling 
sound,  Nelly  uncovered  her  head,  and  listened 
with  a  ieeling  of  awe.  A  human  being  moved 
on  his  hands  and  knees  close  to  the  open  door, 
remained  looking  into  the  cabin  for  a  couple  of 
minutes,  next  cf ept  in,  then  lay  panting  on  the 
wet  clay  iloor.  It  was  ail  she  could  do  to 
restrain  the  scream  wLich  was  bursting  to  her 
lips,  when  the  form,  ail  dripping  with  wet,  his 
clothes  torn,  his  lace  and  hands  bleeding,  his 
countenance  livid  as  that  of  a  drowned  man, 
crawled  within  a  few  feet  of  the  dark  chimney 
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corner  where  she  sat.  Nelly  felt  certain  that  it 
was  her  father's  ghost. 

Nowlan  looked  around  the  mud  walls ;  with 
his  teeth  chattering,  and  his  knees  knocking 
fearfully ;  he  rose  with  difficulty  to  his  legs ; 
supporting  himself  against  the  dresser,  he 
opened  a  small  cupboard,  struck  a  light,  pulled 
out  a  hard  crust,  which,  though  ravenously 
hungry,  he  could  not  swallow. 

Like  a  hunted  animal,  his  starting  eyes  were 
strained  tow^ards  ttie  door ;  they  never  once 
wandered  to  the  chimney  corner. 

Ere  long  the  swealing  light  had  wasted 
away  in  the  draughts,  and  his  dripping  form 
sank  to  the  floor  exhausted.  lie  lay  so  still 
that  Nelly  began  to  think  he  must  be  dead ; 
she  stole  noiselessly  to  his  side,  felt  the  hands 
which  had  become  so  icy  cold  and  stiff  that  she 
feared  all  was  over ;  she  shook  him  gently  at 
first,  then  with  all  her  remaining  strength ; 
but  he  never  stirred.  Nelly  was  going  to  set 
up  a  wail,  but  she  checked  the  rising  cry  ] 
with  fresh  energy  returning,  as  her  trials  be- 
came severer,  she  kindled  a  lire,  heaped  on  dry 
branches  and  turf,  dragged  ttie  form  close  to 
the  blaze,  then  taking  off  the  soaked  clothes, 
wrapped  her  father  in  her  own  warm  shawl, 
never  ceasing  to  chafe  his  limbs  until  he  drew 
long  gasping  breaths. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII, 


After  Nelly  had  persevered  in  chafing  her 
father's  limhs  for  nearly  an  hour,  he  opened  his 
eyes,  and  stared  unconsciously  in  her  face. 
For  a  considerable  time  he  did  not  stir  a  limb 
or  muscle.  At  last  he  gazed  around  him,  and 
drawing  a  deep  gasping  breath,  muttered, 
*'  Where  are  the  papers  ?"  perhaps  the  last 
words  he  had  spoken  when  escaping  from  the 
W^'ecked  lugger. 

Nelly  looking  wistfully  in  his  face,  said — 

'« Father !'' 

Nowlan  started;  his  wrinkled  forehead  became 
darker ;  his  features  contracted  hideously  ;  the 
low^er  jaw  hung  agape  ;  and  his  eyes  remained 
fixed  on  the  frightened  girl,  who  recoiled  with 
a  secret  feeling  of  dread. 

'^  Father  !"  whispered  Nelly  afresh. 

No  answer,  only  a  hard  searching  stare, 

^'  It's  me — Nelly — that  wants  to  save  your 
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life  — that — that — loves  you  still,  for  all  the 
harm ^' 

His  hideous  features  did  not  relax ;  they 
remained  rigid  and  firm  set ;  his  laboured 
breathing  alone  told  he  was  a  thing  of  life. 

'<■  Virgin  of  Heaven  !"  exclaimed  Nelly, 
wringing  her  hands  ;  ''  he  is  dying  !'' 

'^  Who  is  dying  ?"  gasped  Nowlan. 

*^You  loved  me  once,  and  only  for  them 
dreadful  secrets — those  murders  !" 

^' What  murders?" 

Nelly,  weak  from  want  of  food,  and  over- 
come by  emotion,  clasped  his  hand  and  deluged 
it  with  scalding  tears. 

^'  Let  go  my  hand  !  drops  of  blood  are  burn- 
ing it !" 

She  tried  to  touch  his  ghastly  face  with  her 
lips,  each  time  drawing  back  with  a  shudder, 
murmuring  to  herself — 

*'  He  is  my  father  for  all — I  must  not  forsake 
him — yes,  yes,  I  will  kiss  him — I  will  shut  my 
eyes  !"  \\  ith  a  thrill  of  fear  she  kid  her  pale 
face  to  his  livid  jaw,  and  hanging  on  his  neck, 
remained  silent.  It  is  hard  to  say  how  long 
she  would  have  continued  motionless,  had 
not  a  stealthy  tread,  nearing  the  door,  startled 
and  terrified  her  :  clinging  tighter  to  her  father, 
she  called  out,  ^'  I  am  lost  if  it  is  Dennis 
O'Shane." 
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"  What  is  come  over  him  ?"  asked  Joe, 
entering  the  cabin,  and  looking  quietly  on 
them. 

^^  Oh,  Joe  !  the  fright  you  gave  me." 

"Is  he  foxing V  asked  the  simpleton,  with 
a  vacant  laugh. 

"JSTo!  ho  is  dying!" 

*'  Who  killed  him  ?  James  Young  is  the  boy 
for  murder  !" 

The  girl  staggered  to  her  feet,  and  seizing 
the  boy,  ejaculated — 

"  You  lie  !" 

*^  No  !  it  is  true  ;  he  murderecf  the  Agent 
grand  ;  Jimmy  Young  was  kind  to  Joe,  and  he 
knew  the  Agent  struck  one  of  God's  simples, 
and  that's  the  for  he  killed  him  with  his  big 
stick." 

Nelly  reeled  back  to  her  fiither's  side,  and  as 
she  fell  powerless  on  his  breast,  she  heard  him 
hoarsely  exclaim — 

"  The  boy  speaks  truth  !" 
Joe  went  close  up  to  them,  stared  quietly  on 
the  motionless  forms  before  him,  for  several 
minutes,  then  walked  softly  across  the  mud 
floor,  whispering  to  the  old  hound,  who  looked 
up  wistfully — 

"  He  is  going  to  bless  her,  the  way  the 
daddy  blessed  the  moddy." 

Drawing  close  to  the  fire,  to  dry  his  drenched 
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clothes,  ho  signed  the  dog  to  his  side,  laid  his 
head  on  the  animaPs  chest,  watched  the  sparks, 
and  listened  to  the  wind  howling. 

Dennis  O'Shane,  his  wild  eye  glaring,  his 
large  white  flings  exposed  by  a  fierce  grin,  his 
hair  dripping,  and  his  face  discoloured  as  that 
of  a  dead  man,  stood  at  the  entrance. 

^'  Father  and  child  planning  against  my 
life,"  muttered  O'Shane,  to  himself,  "  how 
clever  the  pair  of  the.n  were  going  to  be  ;  so, 
so,  you  pretty  bird,  you  would  sell  me  to  save 
your  daddy  ;  only  that  the  devil  has  a  good 
grip  of  him  this  minute,  I  would  prove  to  him 
his  friendship  was  not  lost  on  me ;  ho^v  long 
has  he  been  blarnying  her  in  this  fashion  ?  the 
old  snake  P' 

Joe,  without  expressing  the  slightest  surpri^je, 
whispered — • 

^^  Whist,  Denny  !  don't  disturb  them,  he  is 
blessing  his  child." 

A  low  suppressed  laugh  gurgled  from 
O'Shane's  throat  like  the  growl  of  a  wolf,  after 
which  he  muttered — 

^'  Him  blessing  I     Cursing  her  you  mean  !" 

^^  Listen  to  me,  Joe  ?"  resumed  Dennis, 
bending  his  lips  to  the  creature's  ear,  *'  go  out 
of  this,  and  leave  the  two  of  them  with  me." 

^*  Joe  is  cold  and  wet,  and  the  fire  is  warm." 

O'Shane  thought  for  a  moment,  then  said — 
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whispering,  ^^  there  is  a  hare  sitting  in  a  brave 
form  at  the  back  of  Paddy  Magrath's  bawn, 
close  to  the  pratie  pit/' 

Joe  had  scarce  reached  the  door  when  turn- 
ing round  he  saw  O'Shane's  hand  on  the  girl's 
neck. 

^'  I  will  sit  at  the  fire,  Denny,"  said  the  lad, 
looking  suspiciously  at  Dennis.  '^  You  are 
going  to  harm  poor  i^elly.  Nelly  always  gives 
Joe  bread  and  meat." 

O'Shane  scowled  wickedly  on  Joe,  then  on 
the  hound  whose  blood  red  eyes  were  ominously 
rivetted  on  himself.  Whatever  his  purpose 
had  been,  the  ruffian  wavered,  drew  back  his 
hand  from  the  girl's  neck,  and  placing  it  coax- 
ingly  on  Joe's  shoulder,  suddenly  grasped  at  his 
throat. 

^^  Denny,"  shouted  Joe,  extricating  himiself, 
^^  don't  wrong  me,  don't  lay  a  murderer's  hand 
on  a  simple  !  Whist !  Look  at  Nowlan,  his 
eye  is  watching  you — down  Pilot  !  go  out  of 
the  cabin  or  you  will  turn  his  blessing  into  a 
curse.  Sure,  Denny,  you  would  not  liarm  poor 
Nelly,  with  the  blessing  hot  on  her  head,  and 
the  tears  streaming  down  her  white  face." 

The  boy  spoke  so  feelingly,  and  his  look,  for 
the  time,  had  become  so  meaning,  that  O'Shane 
stared  in  amaze,  and  then  said — 

"  It  is  like  you  are  going  to  get  your  reason 
all  of  a  sudden ;  are  you  in  love  with  her  ?" 
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^^  Sure,  DeBny,  you  never  knew  love  ;  never 
a  dog  itself  that  would  trust  or  follow  you ; 
didn't  the  moddy,  on  her  two  bended  knees, 
tell  the  daddy  you  was  a  murdering  villain, 
and  myself  heard  her,"  pointing  toj  the  girl, 
"  crying  like  to  break  her  poor  heart,  when 
she  told  old  Jim  she  would  save  his  life  and 
swear  against  you." 

*'Hold  your  bladdering  talk,  or  by  the 
livmg  war  I  will  choke  you." 

^'  jN'ever  a  body  would  hurt  a  simple,"  said 
Joe,  in  a  reproachful  tone ;  and  looking  up 
confidingly  in  the  villain's  face. 

*'  Yes,  curse  me  !  a  woman's  tears  is  able  to 
shake  a  man's  nerves — but  a  simple,"  he  added, 
with  a  feeling  of  superstitious  dread,  '  ^  there 
never  was  the  man,  barring  an  Agent,  like 
Doyle,  could  strike  a  born  fool.  I  will  sleep 
without  fresh  blood  on  my  hands  this  blessed 
night — only  luck  !  that  I  am  not  at  the  bottom 
of  the  cold  sea." 

In  the  same  stealthy  manner  he  had  entered 
the  cabin,  so  too  did  the  villain  steal  out ;  once 
he  looked  round  in  hesitation,  then  vanished. 
But  the  momentar}/  feeling  of  remorse  soon 
passed  away,  and  ere  an  hour  had  elapsed,  his 
wolf-like  form  prowled  about,  creeping  on  all 
fours,  around  the  ill-fated  cabin  ;  at  last  his 
orbs  glared  fiercely  on  iS'owlan  and  ISTelly,  from 
G   5 
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the  open  door.  Father  and  daughter  both  re- 
coiled, for  each  had  sulficiently  recovered  to 
feel  the  blight  of  O'Shane's  ferocious  eye.  Joe 
had  fallen  asleep — not  so  the  hound;  he  watclied 
Dennis,  returning  glance  for  glance,  crouching 
when  he  crouched,  backing  when  he  backed, 
and  for  each  large  white  fang-  the  murderer 
showed,  the  old  hound  bared  one,  cankered 
with  age.  The  man  and  the  brute  stood  at 
bay  ;  each  intent  on  the  other's  movements.. 

The  black  wolf  slank  back  step  by  step,  his 
eye  flashing  from  father  to  daughter,  from  dog 
to  master. 

Had  he  left  for  the  night  ?  JSTo,  around  and 
around  the  ill-fated  cabin  his  wolfish  shadow 
continued  to  hang,  and  when  the  dog  at  last 
slept,  and  the  girl  and  her  father  slumbered, 
the  black  wolf  creeping  on  all  fours,  crossed 
the  cabin  floor,  and  neared  the  sleeping  girl. 
His  eyes  ran  from  the  one  to  the  other,  but  on 
none  was  his  fierce  look  so  fixed  as  on  the  dog  ; 
he  approached  the  hound  cautiously ;  crouch- 
ing to  the  hearth-stone  he  lay  side  by  side 
with  the  brute,  perfectly  motionless  ;  then 
gradually  moving  his  hand,  he  closed  and  un- 
closed his  fingrs  within  a  hair's  breadth  of 
Pilot's  throat,  as  if  to  ascertain  the  strength 
necessary  for  strangulation.  Next  instant  the 
dog's  deep  challenge  had  startled  the  boy  into 
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an  attitude  of  defence.  Joe  rubbed  his  eyes, 
looked  uneasily  at  the  door,  then  dropping  his 
stick  till  it  rested  on  O'Shane's  motionless  and 
prostrate  body,  he  said — 

^'  Denny,  is  it  sleeping  you  are  alongside  of 
Tim's  fire,  and  the  police  hunting  you  every 
where  ?  Arrah,  whist  your  snoring  and  wake 
up.  Denny,  Denny,  don't  you  feel  me  shaking 
you  like  mad  ?  Listen,  I  was  dreaming  you 
was  going  to  kill  Nowlan's  ISTelly,  and  choke 
myself  and  Pilot,  ah,  then  !  if  you  hurt  my 
dog,  I  will  tell  all  on  you,  yes,  all !  do  you 
hear  me,  Denny — no  use  foxing  !"  He  shook 
him  violently.  0' Shane  pretending  to  sleep, 
Joe  went  on  louder,  *^  wake  up,  wake  up, 
Denny — The  sickness  is  coming  on  me — oh, 
Denny,  wake  up." 

*'  What  fears  have  you,"  said  O'Shane,  who 
dreaded  nothing  so  much  as  the  boy's  fits, 
"  what  makes  you  stare  in  that  fashion  on 
me  ?" 

'^  I  am  afraid  of  you  to-night,"  replied  Joe, 
instinctively  catching  at  him,  "  if  it  comes  on, 
do  not  harm  me — 1  am  afraid,  because  Pilot 
mistrusts  you  this  same  night — oh,  I  am  yery 
weak,  it's  coming  on,  sure  you  wont  harm 
Nelly ;  wake  her  up,  and  tell  her  the  sickness  is 
on  me." 
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The  boy  gave  a  yell,  wliicli  made  the  Hack 
wolf  tremble,  and  roused  Nowlan  and  his 
daughter. 

It  was  a  wild  sight  to  see  the  boy  struggling 
against  the  fit ;  it  was  a  startling  sight  to  look 
on^jO'Shane's  awe-stricken  countenance — for  his 
superstitious  fears  augured  some  bad  omen  to 
himself,  from  the  attack  coming  on  at  such  a 
time.  It  was  a  strarge  sight  to  behold  the 
frightened  girl  as  she  gradually  recovered,  look 
on  O'Shane,  on  her  father,  on  Joe,  and  then  cover 
her  eyes.  It  was  a  touching  sight  to  watch 
the  old  hound  licking  Joe's  hands  and  face, 
and  then  go  over  to  Nelly,  and  seek  help  for  his 
master, 

Nelly,  pale  and  tremabling,  fell  on  her  knees 
by  the  boy's  side,  and  looking  up  imploringly 
into  O'Shane's  awe-stricken  countenance,  she 
said — 

*' Dennis,  I  forgive  all  the  wrongs  you  have 
done  myself,  but  if  you  harm  my  father  I  will 
betray  you  ;  for  the  love  of  heaven,  help  me 
with  the  poor  simple,  and  the  Lord  will  forgive 
some  of  your  sins." 

A  curling  sneer  was  on  O'Shane's  lips,  it 
came,  it  went,  it  exposed  his  wolfish  fangs, 
and  then  covered  them  again. 

^'  Did  you  ever  know  that  I  loved  you  ?"  he 
asked,  in  a  husky  tone. 
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^^  You  swore  it  to  me,"  replied  the  girl,  be- 
coming fearfully  alarmed. 

''  Then  listen  to  me  !" 

He  crossed  over,  and  taking  her  arm  forcibly, 
whispered  something  in  her  ear. 

"  i)ennis  O'Shane  !  take  your  hand  off  me  ! 
take  warning' by  Joe's  sickness,  and  help  me  to 
save  him,  instead  of  threatening  James  Young's 
life  ;  harm  me,  O'Shane  !"  she  exclaimed,  in  a 
fierce  tone,  seeing  his  superstitious  fears  held 
sway  over  his  mind,  ''  drag  one  single  hair 
from  my  head,  and  my  dream  will  come 
true  !" 

"  What  dream  ?"  asked  Dennis,  his  fears 
increasing. 

'*  I  saw  you  in  my  sleep,  rolling  on  that 
same  wet  floor,  with  the  falling  sickness, 
clasping  and  catching  at  everything,  with  the 
blood  streaming  from  your  mouth,  and  the 
police  standing  over  you  with  their  bayonets, 
and  not  a  word  but  the  real  truth  you  spoke  in 
your  mad  ravings — all  your  murders  !  all !  all ! 
you  told  them  with  your  own  two  foaming 
lips ;  hear  me,  O'Shane,"  she  continued,  be- 
coming more  energetic,  as  his  fears  became 
more  visible,  "  hear  me,  for  the  last  time  I  will 
ask  it ;  help  me  to  give  the  boy  ease  !  or  may 
Heaven  send  his  sickness  on  you  as  a  curse  !'' 

A  groan  burst  from  the  terrified  man,  he 
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placed  his  hands  to  his  ears  and  rushed  towards 
her  with  some  fearful  determination. 

Nelljj  nnable  to  stay  the  wild  strain  of 
prophecy  to  which  she  had  wound  herself  up, 
suddenly  shrieked  aloud. 

The  ruffian  turned  round  to  see  what  caused 
her  terrified  stare. 

There,  within  the  very  cabin  door,  stood  the 
chief  of  the  police,  and  by  his  side  a  double 
row  of  men  with  bristling  bayonets. 

"  O'Shane,  my  dream  is  out,  and  the  Lord's 
curse  is  on  you  !''  exclaimed  the  girl,  falling 
by  Joe's  side,  quite  overcome  by  fear  and  ex- 
citement. 

Like  a  wolf  trapped  in  his  den,  the  mur- 
derer's eye  flew  around,  hither,  thither,  every- 
where !  it  saw  Nowlan  signing  to  them  ;  he 
could  at  that  moment  have  sprang  on  the  rep- 
tile, for  there  was  betrayal  in  the  sign  ;  his 
pupil  flew  around  with  electric  swiftness, 
scanning  each  nook  and  corner,  it  flashed  up 
the  chimney,  then  to  the  door  where  each 
shining  bayonet  instantly  fell  to  the  level  of  his 
breast ;  but  his  wicked  eye  was  not  stilled,  it 
was  everywhere,  and  though  seeing  danger  on 
every  side,  there  was  in  it  a  wild  hope.  With 
a  fearful  yell  he  sprang  within  a  yard  of  the 
entrance,  breasting  the  cold  steel  till  his  chest 
was  red  with  blood,  then  staggering  back  to 
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the  head  of  Nowlan's  bed,  they  saw  him  fill 
heavily.  Had  they  watched  TTowlan,  there 
would  have  been  a  rush  forward.  Scarce  had 
O'Shane  dropped,  when  Tim  gurgled  in  a 
hoarse  voice — 

"  He  is  through  the  trap  door,  outside  !  out- 
side!'' 

They  tracked  him  in  every  quarter,  they 
followed  him  through  the  gale,  and  along 
places  which  made  the  bravest  hearts  quake, 
for  more  than  once  the  soil  gave  way  beneath 
their  feet,  and  fell  with  a  hollow  crash  into  the 
swollen  stream  along  which  he  had  taken  his 
flight.  That  night  the  police  went  through 
hardships,  the  oldest  talked  of  for  many  a  long 
day  after.  At  last  they  lost  all  trace,  and  re- 
turned to  IN'owlan's  cabin,  where  two  men  had 
been  left  to  take  charge  of  Nelly  and  her 
father. 

Shortly  afterward,  Kennedy  was  out  again, 
with  four  of  his  picked  men,  two  of  whom  took 
it  turn  about  to  support  ^owlan.  Ever  and 
again  the  party  halted  to  give  the  betrayer 
time  to  recover  his  breath,  then  dragged  him 
on  again. 

After  a  time  they  reached  a  huge  rock,  where 
they  all  stood  motionless  as  statues,  for  a  full 
minute.      The    chief    examined    his    pistols, 
G  5 
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pushed  aside  some  briars  and  loose  stones,  and 
listened  attentively. 

'^  Give  me  one  of  the  lanterns,"  he  whispered^ 
rejoining  the  men. 

"  Mind,  for  your  life!''  muttered  the  betrayer, 
'*  he  has  a  pistol." 

And  now  the  chief  stands  motionless  at  the 
cleared  opening ;  sparks  are  glimmering,  a  turf 
fire  is  dying. 

One  touch,  and  the  rays  from  the  dark  lan- 
tern darted  greedily  on  the  mangled  bones 
with  which  the  cavern  was  strewn.  The 
stench  from  a  dead  sheep's  carcass  made 
Kennedy  recoil  a  step,  he  advanced  again. 

Stretched  like  a  wolf  at  full  length,  O'Bhane 
slept. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


After  Ada  had  possessed  herself  of  the  key, 
she  discovered,  on  leaving  the  chapel,  a  small 
door  leading  up  a  spiral  staircase. 

Encircling  Lucy's  waist,  with  her  arm,  to 
keep  up  her  courage,  they  ascended  the  steps 
which  brought  them  to  the  belfry  observatory, 
from  whence,  owing  to  the  mist  and  rain,  they 
could  see  but  a  little  distance  beyond  the  nun- 
nery grounds.  The  wind  blew  fiercely  against 
the  old  frame,  from  which  the  putty  had 
shrunk,  like  the  gums  of  a  skeleton,  allowing 
the  small  panes  to  rattle  as  if  they  were  loose 
teeth,  and  making  the  two  girls  shiver  from 
the  cold  draught  that  whistled  through  the 
windows. 

After  straining  their  eyes  through  the  dense 
atmosphere,  Ada  asked  Lucy  if  she  could  find 
her  way  home  by  the  short  cuts,  should  they 
succeed  in  escaping  at  night. 

Lucy  looked  long,  and  hesitatingly  over  the 
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mist- covered   swamps    from    whence   arose   a 
steaming  fog,  then  replied — 

^'I  think  so." 

"  Poor  Mr.  Hervey,"  sighed  Lucy,  as  they 
returned  to  the  reception  room. 

Ada  saw  that  she  was  longing  to  open  her 
heart,  and  confess  how  deeply  she  had  loved. 

Lucy  hesitated ;  but  when  she  felt  her 
fingers  gently  pressed,  then  were  her  inmost 
secrets  confidingly  shared. 

There  is  in  the  silent  pressure  of  the  hand, 
and  in  the  changing,  almost  imperceptible 
pulsation  of  the  fingers,  a  telegraphic  gentle- 
ness \\'hich  conveys,  to  hearts  that  sympathise, 
the  unspoken  words  of  love  and  afi'ection. 

"  What  has  become  of  Sister  Agnes  ?"  asked 
Ada,  of  a  young  nun,  whu  entered  the  reception 
room.     "  Can  you  tell  me  who  she  was  ?" 

The  nun  hesitated,  and  after  looking  enquiringly 
into  Ada's  earnest  countenance,  as  if  anxious, 
yet  fearing  to  confide  some  secret,  remained 
silent. 

''Do  not  keep  me  in  suspense?"  exclaimed 
Ada,  her  eyes  brightening,  whilst  an  encourag- 
ing smile  played  winningly  on  her  hce.  "  Oh, 
do  tell  me,  gentle  nun  ?" 

*'  It  must  never-go  further  than  yourselves," 
rem.arked  the  nun,  locking  the  door,  and  speak- 
ing iu  a  whisper,  '^  promise." 
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Ada  promised,  and  Lucy  again  taking  her 
hand,  pressed  it  in  token  of  compliance. 

'^  She  lived  in  B Square,  in  London.   I 

heard  her  speaking  to  the  Superior  one  evening 
after  vespers,  and  from  what  passed,  and  from 
the  deep  emotion  with  which  she  mentioned 
Lord  Gordon's  name,  I — I — fancy — besides  1 
have  more  than  once  seen  her  gazing  sorrow- 
fully on  the  picture  in  the  Superior's  private 
room,  which  it  is  not  improbable  may  be  the 
likeness  of  her  husband,  for  she  was  married." 

^' Do  ^  bear  any  resemblance  to  it?"  asked 
Ada,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  hope,  '*  yes,  shQ 
must  be,  she  is  my  mother — oh,  why  does  she 
absent  herself  now — now  when " 

A  gentle  knocking  at  t)  e  door  put  a  stop  to 
this  confidential  meetingc  Several  nuns  joined 
them,  entered  into  conversation  with  Ada  and 
Lucy,  showing  embroideries,  drawings,  crochet- 
work,  stuffed  birds,  preserved  insects,  and 
bouquets  cf  choice  flowers,  which  they  pre- 
sented, hoping  they  were  about  to  become  their 
sisters. 

Miss  Gordon  thanked  fhem  courteously  ;  but 
her  mind  was,  however,  too  much  taken  up 
with  otliCT  thoughts  to  answer  their  numerous 
questions  ;  she,  therefore,  replied  that  they  had 
entered  the  Nunnery  of  their  own  accord,  and 
trusted  the  Superior  would  not  detain   them 
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any  longer.  Seeing  she  wished  to  be  left  to 
herself,  they  gave  her  some  more  flowers, 
which  she  graciously  accepted,  and  then  turn- 
ing to  Lucy,  who  still  held  Ada's  fingers,  they 
showered  the  most  delicate  exotics  into  her  lap,, 
and  holding  out  their  small,  white  hands,  asked 
her  to  promise  to  remain  with  them :  they 
spoke  to  her  of  their  garden  plots,  tlieir  con- 
servatories, their  summer  bowers,  the  birds 
which  were  never  disturbed,  the  beautiful 
flowers  laden  with  delicious  perfume— they 
said  they  were  happy,  and  that  the  Mother 
Abbess  was  kind  and  afi'ectionate  as  a  parent  to 
them  ;  they  added  that  they  di  1  not  care  for 
the  world ;  but  the  thoughtful  expression 
which  settled  on  their  countenances  when  it 
was  mentioned,  lay  hid  behind  long  veils. 

The  two  girls  spent  another  restless  night, 
and  when  morning  came,  they  both  slept,  still 
as  the  exhausted  gale. 

It  was  past  eleven  when  they  awoke.  Dress- 
ing hastily,  Ada  led  Lucy  encouragingly  to  the 
observatory.  The  sun  shone  brightly  on  the 
waste  of  salt  waters  ;  but  from  the  low  bogs,  a 
heavy  fog  arose,  through  which  the  eye  could 
not  pierce.  The  ocean,  after  struggling  with 
the  fierce  gale  for  two  whole  days,  lay  ex- 
hausted ;  the  long,  heaving  sw^ell  rose  and  fell 
as  if  afl'ected  by  deep  drawn  breaths,  whilst 
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ever  and  again  a  smooth  wave  would  heave 
high,  and  burst  as  if  it  was  a  choking  sob  the 
sea  could  not  confine  within  her  deep  blue 
bosom.  Ada's  eye  ran  searchingly  over  the 
bay  where  Darcy's  yacht  used  to  lie  ;  no  fairy- 
like vessel  was  there,  but  ever  and  anon  a  small 
white  speck,  like  a  floating  gull,  rose  and 
dipped  on  the  undulating  waves ;  it  was  the 
Fidget's  mooring  buoy.  She  ran  her  eye  far 
away  over  the  wide  expanse  of  water,  till  it 
rested  on  a  vessel  rolling  against  the  horizon 
on  the  long  swell ;  she  could  discern  from  the 
height  on  which  they  stood  that  it  was  a  cutter, 
tossing  heavily  in  the  calm.  Distant  as  the 
object  was,  she  knew  by  the  dark  canvass,  that 
it  was  no  yacht,  and  as  she  said,  with  a  sigh — 
^'  it  is  a  trader,"  Ada  turned  again  to  gaze  on 
the  mooring  buoy. 

Lucy's  eyes  wandered  towards  Talbot  Hall, 
and  tliough  she  could  not  clearly  distinguish  it 
through  the  fog,  the  old  building  rose  before 
her  imagination  ;  she  thought  of  her  lover,  of 
her  mother,  who  seemed  to  have  deserted  her, 
and  when  Ada  sighed,  her  young  bosom  heaved 
too,  and  as  they  looked  silently  in  one  another's 
faces ;  each  knew  what  was  passing  in  the 
other's  heart. 

"  If  we  succeed,"  began  Ada,   ''in   gaining 
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the  open  country,  you  must  act  the  guide  ;  we 
must  try  to  escape  to-night." 

^'  At  night  ?  not  at  night,  dear  Ada  !  Sup- 
pose we  met  the  Black  Wolf,  you  saw  how  the 
nuns  all  trembled  when  I  mentioned  the 
name." 

"  He  would  not  harm  us  ;  if  you  lack  courage, 
I  must  leave  you  here,  and  go  alone." 

''  Leave  me,  dearest  Ada  !  you  do  not  mean 
what  you  say  ;  I  will  go  anywhere  with  you  by 
my  side ;  but  this  key,  it  is  not  the  master 
one." 

"  To-night,  then,  will  I  test  you — now,  this 
very  minute  !  When  I  was  in  the  Superior's 
room  there  was  a  key,  such  as  you  described, 
with  a  v\hite-tape,  hanging  at  the  head  of  her 
bed  ;  will  you — dare  you,  on  some  plea,  enter 
the  apartment,  and — — " 

*^  But  suppose  she  is  in  it  ?" 

^'  Let  us  first  go  down  and  see  ;  at  any  rate, 
you  will  cause  her  no  fears." 

When  they  came  to  the  door  of  the  Superior's 
bed-room,  it  was  ajar ;  Ada  desired  Lucy  to 
look  in  and  see  if  she  was  there. 

The  Mother  Abbess  had  only  gone  into  her 
private  sitting-room,  Ada,  not  knowiug  where 
she  was,  again  asked  her  companion  to  go  in, 
while  she  kept  watch. 
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Lucy  tried  to  conceal  her  fears  beneath  a 
courageous  smile,  and,  as  if  bound  on  a  forlorn 
hope  waved  her  arm,  then  entered.  Twice 
was  her  hand  raised  without  daring  to  unhook 
the  wished-for  object;  at  ]ast  it  was  safe  in  her 
bosom.  Throwing  herself  into  Ada's  arras,  as 
if  some  dangerous  feat  had  been  accomplished, 
she  exclaimed,  in  an  under  breath — 

''  Oh,  the  Superior  !" 

At  that  moment  the  Abbess  stepped  into  the 
passage  ;  but  so  intent  on  her  own  thoughts, 
that  she  did  not  notice  the  two  girls  until  she 
almost  touched  them,  when  raising  her  troubled 
face,  she  drew  back  in  haste,  and  looked  on 
them  without  the  power  of  speaking. 

*^  I  am  glad  we  have  met,"  said  Ada,  after  a 
moment's  hesitation,  '^  you  are  come  to  give  us 
our  freedom,  and  accept  our  thanks," 

The  Superior  did  not  reply  ;  but  hurrying 
back  to  the  sitting-room,  turned  the  key  from 
witliin,  as  if  she  feared  being  foUowe  i.  When 
they  went  down  to  the  reception-room,  it  was 
empty  ;  all  the  nuns  were  either  in  the  pleasure- 
grounds,  or  in  the  large  study  ;  Ada  bid  Lucy 
watch,  whilst  she  tried  the  key. 

"  It  is  the  master  key,"  whispered  Ada, 
returning,  '^now  I  must  test  your  courage 
again — it  must     be     replaced    where     jou 
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found  it,  at  once,  or  its  absence  will  excite 
suspicion." 

It  required  no  words  to  express  Lucy's  fears 
when  this  bold  proposal  was  made  ;  her  face 
spoke  volumes,  but  she  only  sighed.  On  reach- 
ing Ada,  after  safely  restoring  the  stolen  object, 
she  said — 

^'  Now  1  can  meet  her  with  a  clearer  con- 
science ;  it  is  dreadful  to  feel  you  are  doing 
wrong.'' 

They  again  returned  to  the  reception-room 
where  they  found  two  nuns ;  Miss  Gordon 
went  up  to  them,  and  asked  if  they  did  not 
suffer  from  so  much  confinement.  They  smiled 
and  answered  they  had  their  pleasure-grounds 
to  go  into  if  they  felt  inclined,  and  that  there 
was  no  further  restraint  on  them  than  what 
pleased  themselves;  but  their  looks  told  another 
tale. 

''We,"  said  Ada,  ''feel  like  caged  birds, 
and  must  get  into  the  open  air." 

"  You  cannot  get  out  by  that  gate." 

"  Which  way  then  ?" 

The  nuns,  pointing  in  another  direction,  led 
the  way,  followed  by  the  two  visitors,  who 
found  themselves  in  tastefully- laid  out  grounds, 
surrounded  by  a  frowning  wall,  which  made 
them  feel  it  was  but  a  prison  under  a  gentler 
name. 
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It  is  night :  the  nunnery  lies  buried  in  re- 
pose still  as  death. 

Ada  and  Lucy  knelt  side  by  side  ;  and,  after 
praying  earnestly,  threw  on  two  nuns'  cloaks 
they  had  secured,  and  proceeded  to  the  outer 
gate,  which  Ada  had  unlocked  in  the  forenoon. 

On  reaching  the  vaults,  Lucy  clung  to  Ada, 
and  cried  out  in  terror — 

''  It  is  he  P' 

Daring  as  was  Ada,  her  face  blanched,  and 
her  heart  throbbed  audibly  on  seeing  Dennis 
O'Shane.  She  would  have  gone  back  had  their 
return  not  been  intercepted  by  the  ruffian,  who, 
after  watching  them  for  a  few  moments,  disap- 
peared amongst  the  ruins. 

"  Courage,  Lucy,''  said  she,  resolutely ;  ^^all 
now  depends  on  your  firmness." 

"  And  I  will  be  firm,"  was  the  low  reply. 

But  every  branch  that  moved,  as  the  boughs 
untwined  themselves  after  the  gale,  made  her 
seize  at  Ada's  arm,  and  implore  her  to  return. 

Having  gone  so  far.  Miss  Gordon  was  one  of 
those  determined  girls  not  to  be  deterred  ;  she, 
therefore,  resolved  on  stopping  at  nothing 
short  of  an  impossibility  to  effect  their  escape ; 
for  an  unaccountable  fear  had  come  over  her, 
that  Mrs.  Talbot  and  the  Abbess  had  joined  in 
some  plot  to  force  them  to  become  nuns. 

On  reaching  the  portress's  lodge,  Ada  looked 
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in  at  the  lattice  window.  The  woman,  after 
counting  the  beads  on  her  rosary  before  going 
to  bed,  put  two  keys  under  the  bolster,  as  she 
laid  down  for  the  night. 

^*  See,"  said  Ada,  pointing,  to  her  bewildered 
companion,  '^  watch  well — you  must  get  it 
whilst  I  sit  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  and  draw  off 
her  attention." 

The  very  thought  of  getting  under  a  roof 
cheered  Lucy,  who  promised  to  do  as  she  was 
bid.     Miss  Gordon  struck  the  window  lightly. 

'^  Who  is  there  ?"  asked  the  woman. 

"  We  are  visitors  returning  home — Miss 
Gordon  and  Miss  Talbot." 

''  Oh,  let  us  in  at  once,"  said  Lucy,  in  a 
voice  of  entreaty  that  roused  the  suspicions  of 
the  portress,  who,  lighting  her  candle  afresh, 
eyed  them  narrowly  as  they  entered. 

The  woman,  after  locking  the  door  carefully 
on  them,  returned  to  bed.  Though  Lucy  felt 
Ada  press  her  arm  when  the  lodge-keeper 
placed  the  key  in  her  bosom  for  safety,  she 
was  too  frightened  to  obey  the  signal  made  for 
her  to  secure  the  key  of  the  outer  gate,  which 
was  still  under  the  bolster. 

Catching  Ada's  eye  angrily  fixed  on  herself, 
Lucy,  at  last,  moved  over  to  the  bed ;  and 
while  Ada  spoke  to  the  woman,  slipped  her 
hand  softly  under  the  pillow. 
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From  the  moment  the  key  was  transferred 
to  her  own  bosom,  conscience  made  a  coward 
of  her  :  she  held  Ada's  hand  tightly. 

After  they  had  sat  some  time  warming 
themselves  at  the  little  stove,  Miss  Gordon 
asked  the  portress  if  she  would  kindly  let 
them  out. 

The  woman  scanned  their  faces  searchingly, 
and  replied — 

*'  For  all  you  have  been  sitting  so  close  to 
the  fire,"  eyeing  Lucy,  ^'  you  tremble  dreadful, 
sure  sign  you  are  cold,  or  uneasy  in  your 
mind — no  use  begging,  I  wouldn't  open  the 
door  before  morning,  not  even  to  please  St. 
Peter." 

'*  Yery  well,"  replied  Miss  Gordon,  pretend- 
ing to  submit,  for  the  portress  seemed  as  de- 
termined as  herself. 

For  a  time,  she  watched  them,  without 
taking  her  eyes  oif  their  faces;  and  when 
Lucy,  who  sat  on  Ada's  knees,  laid  her  head 
on  her  companion's  shoulder,  and  fell  asleep, 
and  Miss  Gordon  seemed  to  slumber  too,  the 
lodge-keeper  ventured,  at  last,  to  close  her 
eyes.  Ada  did  not  stir  until  she  heard 
the  woman's  deep  breathing;  when  gently 
rousing  Lucy,  who  looked  around,  to  see 
where  they  were,  she  motioned  her  to  stand  at 
the  door.     Gliding  to  the  head  of  the  bed,  she 
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slowly  inserted  her  hand  into  the  sleeper's 
breast,  from  whence  she  was  inch  by  inch 
withdrawing  the  key.  Suddenly  she  started, 
and  grasped  at  Ada ;  a  struggle  ensued,  in 
which  the  latter  succeeded  in  getting  the 
key;  holding  the  lodge-keeper  down,  she  threw 
it  to  Lucy,  signing  her  to  open  the  lock. 

Lucy  was  so  alarmed,  tliat  slie  placed  it  to 
the  hinges ;  the  woman  did  not  scream,  but 
held  the  cloak  firmly,  which,  the  moment  the 
door  was  open,  Ada  untied,  leaving  it  in  her 
grasp. 

With  a  spring  she  reached  her  timid  com- 
panion, and  pushed  her  out  into  the  open  air, 
shooting  the  outer  bolt,  and  confining  the 
portress. 

And  now  the  lieavy  nunnery  gate  has  swung 
too  after  them,  the  large  lock  has  shot  of  its 
own  accord,  the  key  is  within,  and  there  is  no 
returning.  They  are  standing  in  the  cold 
night  air,  both  girls  are  trembling ;  Ada  does 
not  know  their  way,  and  Lucy  is'  bewildered ; 
she  is  leading  on  her  daring  companion,  but 
she  knows  not  whither.  A  light,  oh,  joyous 
sight  !  is  beckoning  them  on — it  is  dancing 
now — it  is  flickering  on  the  greensward — it  is 
skimming  over  the  bogs — and  now  it  has  van- 
ished. 
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The  night  is  dark  and  bitter  cold ;  a  rank 
fog  is  rising  from  the  swampy  ground,  which, 
undulating  beneath  their  feet,  shakes  to 
and  fro,  whilst  the  green  scum  is  threatening 
to  open  and  swallow  them ;  they  are  clinging 
to  each  other  in  affright,  on  a  spot  from  whence 
they  dare  not  move.  Lucy  knows  they  have 
got  into  the  dreaded  bogs,  l^ot  a  star  can  pierce 
the  darkness,  through  which  they  can  hear  the 
screech  owPs  flapping  wing,  the  croak  of  the 
frogs,  and  a  plashing  tread,  which  each  mo- 
ment is  becoming  more  and  more  distinct. 
Now  O'SLane's  tierce  eye  is  peering  through 
the  obnoxious  vapours ;  both  girls  are  trem- 
bling violently ;  and  Ada  can  no  longer  sup- 
port her  yielding  companion,  wlio  is  sinking 
to  her  knees.  His  breath  is  on  Ada's  face,  his 
hand  is  roughly  laid  on  her  shoulder,  and  he 
asks — 

"  Who  are  you  ?" 

^^  Two  ladies  who  have  lost  their  way  ;  will 
you  guide  us  ?'' 

*'  Ko,  Ada,"  articulated  Lucy,  almost  drag- 
ging her  companion  to  the  earth,  and  whisper- 
ing in  her  ear — "  It  is  the  BJack  \Yolf." 

''  Yes,  it  is  the  Black  Wolf !  and  what  have 
you  to  say  against  him  ?" 

No  answer. 
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'^  You  may  tell  them,"  he  resumed,  fiercely, 
*'for  all  they  thought  they  had  me  so  safe, 
the  fetters  was  never  forged  that  will  take 
Dennis  O'Shane  to  the  hangman's  dancing 
board  ;  here !  where  the  devil  have  you  got 
to  ?  close  to  the  askin  hole,  where  mortal  cr 
beast  never  came  out  of;  two  yards  farther, 
and  you  would  sup  with  the  old  chap  in  the 
other  world,  and  a  fine  warm  reception  he 
would  give  the  pair  of  you ;  hush  !  by  gorra  ! 
I  hear  their  muskets !  for  your  life,  dare  to 
put  them  on  my  track  !" 

As  he  spoke,  the  ruffian  tore  the  cloak  from 
Lucy's  shoulders  and  vanished. 

Ada  sank  to  her  knees,  and  clasping  Lucy  to 
her  breast,  said,  in  a  tone  of  touching  dis- 
tress— 

^'  Poor,  timid  girl,  has  my  rashness  sacri- 
ficed you  ?  would  to  Heaven  we  had  not  left 
the  nuDJiery  !  Can  you  pray  ?  try  and  join 
me," 

Lucy,  folding  her  arms  around  Ada's  neck, 
seemed  to  have  swooned,  so  motionless  did  she 
remain. 

'^  Are  you  ill  ?"  asked  Ada,  alarmed  by  her 
silence. 

"  No,  I  am  very  faint ;  you  are  trembling, 
too — it  was  all  my  fault  leading  you  astray — 
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we  shall  die  from  the  cold — my  hands  and  feet 
are  quite  numbed— where  is  he  ?" 

"Is  it  fancy  ?"  called  out  Ada,  clasping 
Lucy  to  her  bosom,  as  if  she  expected  the  next 
instant  to  be  separated  from  her  for  ever ; 
"  no,  no,  it  is  moving  !  we  are  siaking  !  It 
is  opening !"  she  exclaimed,  supporting  Lucy 
to  a  fresh  spot;  then  pausing,  unable  to  pro- 
ceed with  her  burthen.  "  Oh,  it  is  sucking 
us  away  here,  too  !  my  God  !  my  God  !  look 
down  on  us  !" 

All  this  time  she  continued  to  support  Lucy, 
who  had  become  almost  insensible  to  their 
danger,  so  much  was  the  poor  girl's  mind 
stunned  by  this  last  and  terrible  trial,  in  which 
death's  heavy  hand  seemed  to  be  weighing 
thera  down.  Ada  shook  her  failing  companion 
with  all  her  might,  and  succeeded,  at  last,  in 
making  her  move  mechanically,  for  they  could 
not  remain  still  for  one  second  without  sink- 
ing. They  were  now  amongst  tangled  weeds 
and  slippery  roots,  which  coiled  around  their 
ankles  like  slimy  eels ;  but  there  was  no  rest- 
ing here ;  on  they  struggled,  Ada  believing 
each  fresh  step  ^as  leading  them  to  a  death 
surer  than  that  from  which  they  had  the  pre- 
vious moment  escaped ;  still  she  did  not  yield, 
slie  dragged  her  weary  feet  through  the  suck- 
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ing  bog,  now  slipping,  now  sinking.  They  are 
standing,  panting,  on  a  spot  which,  though  it 
yields  like  a  sheet  of  ice,  supports  their 
weight,  which  is  forcing  and  spurting  up  jets 
of  bubbling  mud,  and  warning  them,  in  gur- 
gling whispers,  of  their  danger. 

Ada  is  becoming  exhausted — she  can  no 
longer  assist  Lucy — but  she  will  not  forsake 
her  companion.  The  flickering  flame  has  re- 
turned — it  is  creeping  towards  them  across  the 
swampy  waste  ;  it  is  luring  them  on — now  it 
is  still — now  it  is  gliding  through  the  dank 
vapours,  and  playing  harmlessly  on  the  matted 
rushes. 

Ada  shakes  Lucy,  and,  bidding  her  rouse  her 
every  energy,^declaies  the  light  not  I'ar  distant, 
and  that  by  a  determined  effort,  they  may  still 
reach  the  hearth  where  it  is  burning ;  the 
drooping  girl,  trying  to  obey,  leans  heavily  on 
her  protector  ;  they  are  toiling  to  near  the  de- 
coy, which  is  playing  in  rings  around  the 
askin  hole,  and  is  ever  evading  them ;  ex- 
hausted, they  have  sunk  deep  to  their  waists. 

"  Help  !  help  !"  screamed  Ada. 

But  Lucy  uttered  not  a  word,  she  had 
fainted. 

And  &oon,  a  stillness  stole  over  the  wide 
waste  of  stagnant  waters,  which  were  thick- 
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ened  by  rotted  roots  and  decayed  weeds;  and 
from  whence  arose  a  steam  of  rankest  dews, 
through  which  nothing  could  be  seen  but  the 
Will-o' -the- Wisp  dancing  and  revelling  on  the 
green  scum  around  the  fatal  askin  hole  to 
which  it  had  led  the  luckless  girls. 
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CHAPTEE    X 


TiiE  vessel,  wliicli  they  had  seen  from  the  nun- 
nery observatory,  after  rolling  for  hours  in  the 
calm,  had  gradually  neared  the  shore.  Many 
a  telescope  \-.  as  pointed  toNvards  her,  and  many 
an  eye  strained  hard  to  make  her  out ;  for, 
half-mast  high,  hung  a  flag,  sure  signal  of 
death. 

When  she  closed  in  with  the  land  it  was 
getting  dusk  ;  and  though  they  made  her  out 
to  be  one  of  the  powerful  Peel  cutters  from  the 
Isle  of  Man,  no  one  ventured,  save  by  a  myste- 
rious shake  of  the  head,  to  express  an  opinion. 
She  had  spread  every  stitch  of  canvass  to  catch 
the  light  air.  With  the  tide  against  her,  it 
was  all  she  had  been  able  to  accomplish,  by 
dusk,  to  reach  the  Fidget's  mooring  buoy,  at 
T.'hich  she  brought  up.  This  unusual  circum- 
stance, of  a  trader  picking  up  a  yacht's  moor- 
ings, gave  rise  to  singular  conjectures.  The 
suspense  on  shore  was  becoming  intense. 
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A  group  of  sailors  had  thronged  around 
Nowlau,  who  had  sworn,  on  the  virtue  of  his 
oath,  that  the  yacht  had  gone  down  off  the 
Calf  of  Man,  and  that  not  a  soul  had  escaped  ; 
they  questioned  him  eagerly  and  suspiciously. 

Borrowing  a  glass,  he  held  it  in  his  jerking 
hands,  (tremble  could  not  convey  the  spas- 
modic movement,)  and  straining  his  peering 
grey  eyes,  shook  convulsively. 

Nowlan's  jaw  fell,  as  it  ever  did  in  his  hours 
of  trial ;  he  sat  down  on  the  damp  grass  on 
the  edge  of  the  cliffs,  and  looked  down  at  the 
dark  rock,  fathoms  below  the  giddy  eminence 
over  which  he  leant,  for  a  second,  then  drew 
back  with  a  shudder. 

Colonel  Dawson  and  Mr.  Talbot,  who  had 
ridden  to  the  cliffs  on  hearing  of  the  Manx 
cutter's  movements,  were  silently  eyeing  the 
wretch  who  had  betrayed  0' Shane,  and  who, 
had  he  not  been  such  a  dastardly  coward,  would 
have  been  glad  had  the  earth  at  this  moment 
opened  and  swallowed  his  writhing  body. 

A  little  removed  from  the  crowd  stood  Mr. 
Butter  worth  and  Father  Tracey,  in  earnest 
conversation.  The  latter' s  looks  rested  on 
Nowlan's  head,  as  though  he  were  invoking 
some  frightful  retribution  on  the  wretch. 

All  eyes  were  at  the  same  moment  turned 
towards  a  carriage  which  came  splashing  across 
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the  wet  cliffs.  In  an  instant  Kennedy  was  by  its 
side  and  when  it  was  pulled  up  he  presented  a 
powerful  telescope  to  Mrs.  Talbot,  who,  declin- 
ing its  use,  begged  of  him  to  look  and  report. 

^'  They  are  lowering  a  coffin,"  he  said  sor- 
rowfully. 

*'  Look  agaio — tell  me  who  you  can  see  ?" 

"  Some  one  with  his  arm  in  a  sling — I  think, 
but  it  is  getting  so  dark — the  glass  is  useless 
now." 

"  Who  did  you  think  it  was  ?"  asked  Emma 
Dawson  leaning  forward. 

*^  Captain  Leslie." 

A  deep  sigh  by  Mrs.  Talbot's  side  made  her 
look  round  uneasily  on  her  companion. 

Meantime  Mr.  Talbot  was  relating  to  Colonel 
Dawson,  in  unseamanlike  language  what  he  had 
heard  from  Nowlan. 

'^  The  wretch  told  me  the  front  mast  was 
broken  off,  and  the  lugger  limped  through  the 
water  like  a  bird  with  one  wing,  side- ways, 
and  that  the  seas  rolled  over  her  and  carried 
away  a  hutch  or  a  hatch,  and  burst  up  a  tarry 
pole." 

"•  Tarpaulin,"  remarked  the  Colonel,  ^'  I  have 
crossed  the  line  twice,  and  know  their  nautical 
terms  ;  go  on,  Talbot." 

*'  Well,  they  were  obliged  to  scum  or  scud 
before  the  wind  after  they  cleared  the  Calf  of 
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Man,  and  were  nearly  popped  or  pooped,  I  am 
not  certain  which;  at  last  she  ran  riot,  and 
like  a  hound  seized  with  hydrophobia,  she 
dashed  to  shore  to  escape  from  the  water — • 
don't  interrupt  me — and  was  wrecked  to  pieces ; 
Nowlan  and  0' Shane  being,  so  he  tells  me, 
the  only  two  who  could  save  their  lives." 

'^  How  came  he  on  board  ?" 

"  He  swore  to  being  asked  by  the  smuggler 
to  go  out  and  drink  a  glass  of  grog  on  board, 
and  that  he  found  O'Shane  in  the  lugger,  and 
that  the  gale  getting  up  suddenly  forced  them 
to  put  to  sea,  as  the  wind  blew  in  shore.  He 
said  the  Fidget  followed  and  gave  chace,  but  un- 
less it  ^^as  that  they  were  in  pursuit  of  O'Shane, 
he  knew  no  reason  why  they  should  owe  any 
grudge  to  the  Black  Snake.  He  wound  up  by 
saying  he  saw  the  Fidget,  and  every  soul  on 
board  of  her  go  down." 

**  I  would  not  believe  the  villain  on  his 
death-bed  oath  !" 

''  It  has  often  Btruck  me  there  was  some- 
thing very  strange  in  the  way  he  managed  to 
clear  Fagan  of  the  murder  of  my  brother-in- 
law,  by  swearing  an  alibi  in  his  favor ;  I  be- 
lieve the  smuggler  to  be  as  great  a  villain  as 
O'Shane." 

"Whilst  they  still  continued  in  earnest  con- 
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versation  a  boat,  taking  advantge  of  the  deep- 
ening shades  of  evening,  pulled  ashore  some 
distance  from  where  the  crowd  had  gathered. 

Kennedy,  w^hose  watchful  eye  had  caught 
sight  of  her  movements,  hurried  to  the  place 
of  landing.  On  reaching  it  the  crew  had  again 
put  to  sea  on  their  way  back  to  the  cutter. 

^'  Did  you  see  who  landed  ?"  enquired  Ken- 
nedy of  a  sealaring  man. 

''  Yes,  your  honor,  one  was  Mr.  Tom  Darcy, 
the  other  him  they  call  the  stranger,  (Leslie) 
and  him  with  the  sou'  wester  on  was  the  Manx 
Skipper." 

After  inquiring  the  road  they  had  taken, 
he  followed  in  their  footsteps,  shortly  coming 
up  with  Darcy  and  Leslie  ;  the  latter  leant  on 
the  former's  aim  for  support  and  walked  as 
though  lie  were  weak. 

Kennedy  welcomed  Darcy  with  sincere 
warmth  ;  he  would  have  done  the  same  to 
Leslie  had  not  his  heart  made  a  painful  disco- 
very when  Emma  sighed  so  deeply,  one  which 
now  prevented  words  of  welcome  rising  to  his 
lips. 

As  they  proceeded,  anxious  to  reach  Talbot 
Hall,  one  of  Kennedy's  men  came  running 
towards  them  to  say  that  it  was  reported  two 
ladies  had  lost  themselves  in  the  most  danger- 
ous part  of  the  bogs. 
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"  Who  were  they  supposed  to  be  ?"  asked 
Darcy  hastily. 

"  Two  ladies  who  have  escaped  from  the 
nunnery." 

^^  There  is  not  a  moment  to  spare,"  remarked 
Leslie  uneasily,  ^'  let  us  proceed  instantly  to 
the  spot." 

'^  Could  they  be  Miss  Gordon  and  Miss 
Talbot  ?"  said  Kennedy,  "  for  they  are  in  the 
nunnery.'' 

Instantly  did  Darcy  bound  away,  closely 
followed  by  Leslie,  who  seemed  to  gain,  for  a 
time,  fresh  strength  at  every  stride. 

Before  they  had  gone  far,  Leslie  showing 
strong  symptoms  of  distress,  began  to  flag. 
They  were  overtaken  by  the  man  in  the  sou'- 
wester, who  had  met  Kennedy,  and  heard  from 
him  the  imminent  danger  in  which  the  two 
ladies  were  situated.  For  a  few  strides  the 
three  made  desperate  efforts  to  head ;  a  few 
strides,  however,  showed  it  was  a  last  struggle 
on  Leslie's  part,  and  that  he  must  leave  their 
rescue  to  the  others. 

Leslie,  who  had  strained  as  if  the  race  were 
for  life,  dropped  from  tlie  weakness  occasioned 
by  loss  of  blood  from  his  arm,  which  bled 
profusely, 

''  Go'  on  I  ^*he  exclaimed,  ^^  never  mind 
me." 

H  5 
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Both  paused — hesitated — and  the  next  mo- 
ment were  again  madly  racing  towards  the 
fatal  askin  hole.  Already  is  the  swampy  soil 
yielding  to  their  feet — on  they  are  rushing. 

^^  Mind,  for  heaven's  sake  !"  ejaculated  Tom; 
whilst  he  grasped  at  his  competitor,  to  prevent 
him  headmg. 

^*  Hush  !  what  was  that  ?"  called  out  the 
other,  starting,  and  exclaiming — ^^  A  light ! 
a  light !'' 

'*  A  footstep  ! ''  gasped  Darcy,  drawing 
breath. 

"  Yes,  it  is  coming  this  way." 

''  Fatal  light !" 

^*  Who  goes  there  ?"  roared  the  man  in  the 
sou'wester. 

There  was  no  answer  save  the  deep  chal- 
lenging tone  of  a  hound. 

*'  Joe,  by !"  exclaimed  Darcy. 

'^  Yes,  it  is  Joe,"  replied  the  boy  ;  ''  sure 
your  honour  is  close  to  the  askin-hole." 

^'  Where  is  it  ?"  asked  both  in  a  breath. 

^' Close  along-side  you,  where  Pilot  is  hunt- 
ing ;  hush,  old  fool,  sure  you  know  it's  no  use 
giving  tongue  there ;  no  living  mortal  can 
follow  a  hare  across  them  bogs." 

"  Are  you  sure  it  is  a  hare  ?" 

Joe  seemed  puzzled,  for  the  dog  whined  un- 
easily arond  the  ^'  askin" — which  was  a  hollow, 
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about  thirty  feet  square,  covered  over  with  a 
thick  green  scum ;  on  which  grew  patches  of 
luxurious  grass  so  alluring  that  cattle,  unable 
to  resist  the  temptation,  sometimes  ventured 
forward,  in  spite  of  instinct,  and  after  a  few 
struggles  disappeared  for  ever  beneath  the 
yielding  surface. 

^ 'Don't,  for  your  life,  follow  Pilot !"  exclaimed 
Joe,  rousing  himself. 

As  he  spoke,  a  glimpse  of  moonlight  broke 
out ;  both  men  sprang  forward,  literally 
smothering  in  their  struggles  to  keep  above 
the  undulating  ground  which  opened  beneath 
them,  and  was  threatening  to  close  over  their 
heads. 

The  decoying  will- o-the- wisp  danced  around 
the  ill-fated  spot,  as  if  revelling  over  its  fresh 
victims,  then  disappeared  as  the  moon's  rays 
succeeded  in  penetrating  the  dense  fog. 

"  Fairies'  candles  !"  exclaimed  Joe,  sinking 
into  his  usual  apathy. 

It  was  a  stirring  scene  to  witness  the  men 
battling  for  life  against  the  slimy  weeds,  which 
wiled  around  their  throats  like  water-enakes, 
whilst  they  struggled  and  strained  their  eyes 
on  two  objects,  which  Joe — who  knew  every 
inch  of  the  bog — was  nearing  by  a  safe  path. 

No  way  excited,  he  moved  along  cautiously, 
feeling  with  his  stick  until  he  reached  the  spot, 


156  TALBOT    HALL. 

when  probing  for  a  hard  sod,  he  leant  forward, 
and  pulled  at  a  living  object,  which  moved 
mechanically  at  first,  but  soon  made  an  efibrt 
to  assist  his  endeavours.  After  laying  the  form 
on  the  hard  ground,  he  stretched  himself;  this 
time  with  instinctive  care,  but  could  not  suc- 
ceed in  rescuing  the  other  body  from  the  more 
dangerous  spot,  where  it  had  sank  to  the  arms. 
The  old  hound  whined  uneasily — came  and 
went — smelling  from  one  to  the  other ;  at  last 
seizing  the  shawl  at  which  his  master  was  drag- 
ging, Pilot  pulled  with  extraordinary  sagacity, 
until,  between  them,  the  other  body  was  extri- 
cated; when  Joe  laid  it  close  to  the  other,  saying, 
with  emotion,  but  no  fear  nor  excitement — 

''  Sure  poor  Miss  Lucy  is  dead.'' 

''Dead  !"  exclaimed  Ada,  starting,  as  if  the 
word  had  loosened  her  tongue. 

''Lay  hold  of  my  slick,  Mr.  Tom,"  said  Joe, 
extcLding  it  to  the  sinking  men,  as  ii'  there  was 
no  hurry  :  "  don't  grip  at  each  other  so  hard  ; 
this  way,  this  way.-' 

Both  seized  at  the  stick  like  drowning  men. 

Ada  started  again,  and  staring  wildly  on  the 
battling  arms  and  laces,  which  ^vere  ail  she 
could  see,  exclaimed,  hysterically — 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  what  has  come  over  m.e — 
am  I  awake  ? — dead  !  smothering  1" 

Stretching  forward  her  arms^  she  tried  to  rise 
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to  her  feet ;  her  numbed  limbs  refused,  and  she 
sank  again  by  Lucy's  side. 

All  this  time  Ada  was  quite  sensible  ;  though 
she  could  not  see  her  companion's  stilly  form 
lying  motionless  on  the  wet  sedges  ;  she  could 
see  the  panting  men  resting  on  their  arms  at 
the  edge  of  the  spot  where  Joe  stood  quietly 
watching  them  ;  and  to  w^hich  they  clung  so 
much  exhausted  that  they  dared  not  move,  lest 
they  might  fall  backwards  and  disappear  for 
ever.  She  conld  see  all  this,  and  yet  could  not 
stir  to  assist  them — it  was  like  a  fearful  night- 
mare. 

"  Are  w^e  in  the  '  askin '  ?"  gasped  Darcy. 

'*  l^oi  in  the  bad  part,''  replied  Joe  ;  scratch- 
ing his  head,  and  pomtinga  ^q\y  yards  off — "It 
is  there  where  nothing  ever  comes  up." 

"^  Boy,  give  me  your  hand  !"  called  out  the 
man  in  the  sou'wester. 

"  You  wont  pull  Joe  in  ?" 

A  dreadful  struggle  foilowed;  Joe's  yell 
pierced  the  fog,  and  Ada's  hysterical  cry  re- 
turned it.  The  man  was  up,  and,  in  his  turn, 
dragging  ut  Joe,  who,  beiug  active  and  assisted 
instant iv,  was  out  the  next  momenl. 

''Boy,  help  him!"  exclaimea  the  man, 
jiomtmg  to  Darcy ;  and  staggering  to  tlie 
harder  ground,  trom  which  he  raised  Lucy. 

'•  No  iears  of  him,"  replied  Joe,  edging  away 
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uneasily,   "  if  he  only  keeps   still ;  here,  Mr. 
Tom,  hold  on  to  my  stick  !" 

'^  Darcy  was  gradually  sinking  ;  and,  with 
his  eyes  straining  painfully  on  Ada,  the  last 
words  he  uttered  were — 

''  Save  the  idol  of  my  life  !" 

The  fearful  inward  excitement  at  last  stirred 
a  warm  current  of  blood  in  the  noble,  but  help- 
less, girl's  breast — which  was  spreading  through 
every  vein  ;  with  a  despairing  effort,  she  re- 
gained her  feet — tottered  a  few  steps — fell  ; 
then  dragging  herself  to  the  edge,  she  sup- 
ported Darcy 's  sinking  head,  aud  screamed — 

'^  Oh  !  help  me,  boy  !  help  me." 

*'You  wont  let  him  pull  Joe?"  asked  the 
creature,  drawing  back. 

The  man  with  the  sou'wester,  supporting 
Lucy  in  his  arms,  reached  the  spot  as  Ada 
cried  aloud — 

"  He  is  sinking  !   I  am  too  weak  I" 
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CHAPTEE    XI. 


At  the  irioment  Darcy  was  disappearing,  Ken- 
nedy had  come  on  Leslie  ;  who,  leaning  against 
a  fence,  sat  with  his  face  deadly  white,  trying 
to  staunch  a  deep  gash  in  his  arm — which  the 
violent  exercise  had  opened  afresh.  The  officer, 
at  first,  approached  cautiously,  with  his  pistol 
on  full  cock ;  but  on  nearing,  and  discovering 
who  it  was,  his  heart  throbbed  quicker  than  if 
it  had  been  him  he  sought  so  anxiously — Dennis 
O'Shane. 

Eecovering  himself  quickly,  he  sat  down  by 
the  sufferer's  side ;  and,  by  the  light  of  the 
moon,  succeeded  in  closing  the  lips  of  the 
wound — bandaged  it  with  his  own  kerchief; 
then,  drawing  a  flask  from  his  pocket,  urged 
Leslie  to  taste  a  few  drops,  who,  after  thanking 
Kennedy,  made  an  effort  to  rise,  but  feeling 
too  weak,  remained  sitting  ;  both  were  silent. 

A  long  awkward  pause  ensued,  which  the 
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officer   broke,    by  saying,    in   a   nervous,   yet 
honest  tone — 

*'  If  you  feel  thankful  to  me,  you  can  prcve 
it  by  one  single  answer  :  Are  you  attached  to 
Miss  Dawson  ?" 

A  small  spot  on  Leslie's  cheek  deepened  and 
spread,  as  he  fixed  his  glance  on  the  officer 
almost  sternly,  and  replied — 

"  You  have  cancelled  the  obligation  by  that 
unwarrantable  question  " 

'^  It  was  not  my  intention  to  offend  ;  nor  was 
my  question  put  from  idle  curiosity,  so  help  me 
heaven  !" 

The  earnest  and  impressive  tone  in  which 
Kennedy  spoke,  whilst  his  face  crimsoned,  made 
Leslie's  features  relax  ;  he  paused — hesitated — 
then  said — 

'^  Two  men  may  love  the  same  object ;  the 
one  may  confess  it,  the  other  never  can — never 
will." 

The  w^ords,  solemn  as  they  were  ambiguous, 
made  the  officer  think  long  and  deeply,  ere 
he  said — 

*'Is  such  an  object  lost  to  the  world  if — " 
He  checked  himself,  and  without  finishing 
the  sentence,  turned  away  his  face  in  silence  ; 
then,  as  if  ashamed  of  such  weakness,  resumed, 
in  a  firmer  voice — '^  Can  I  assist  you  in  any 
way  ?" 
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^'  Yes,  help  me  to  rise  to  my  feet ;  it  is  only 
stiffness  from  the  cold  and  loss  of  blood — thank 
you,  Kennedy.  One  situated  as  I  am  cannot 
cross  your  path ;  keep  this  a  secret  in  your 
own  breast,  but  remember  my  words  '' 

The  young  chief's  eyes  brightened ;  he  did 
not  answer,  but  the  grasp  of  his  fingers  came 
with  the  full  force  of  deep  and  heartfelt  gra- 
titude. 

Thus  did  they  separate. 

Leslie,  after  walking  a  short  distance,  found 
himself  so  weak,  that  he  was  obliged  again 
to  sit  down,  or  he  must  have  sunk  to  the 
ground. 

''Who  goes  there?"  asked  Leslie,  raising 
his  head  from  its  hard  pillow  of  large  stones. 

No  answer. 

So  motionless  did  the  figure  stand,  that 
Leslie  began  to  fancy  his  brain  was  giddy  from 
loss  of  blood,  and  that  his  swimming  eyes  had 
conjured  up  an  imaginary  form  ]  but  to  make 
sure,  he  again  asked — 

''Who  goes  there?" 

"You  are  past  hurting  me,"  began  O'Shane, 
in  a  husky  whisper,  "  or  1  dare  not  sit  so  near 
you.  My  time  is  come  ;  the  fairies'  blue  lights 
have  led  me — me !  who  knows  every  inch  of 
the   bog,    twice  within  an   ace  of  the  Askin 
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hole — sure  sigcs  I  am  going  to  die  !  "Whisper, 
if  I  die,  I'll  come  to  life  in  three  days  again — 
ha,  ha,  ha !'' 

Leslie  looked  up  in  the  speaker's  face  ;  there 
was  wildness  in  the  laugh — there  was  madness 
lurking  in  each  feature,  as  he  hurriedly  pro- 
ceeded— 

"  Eut  mortal  man's  hand  shall  not  kill  me. 
Oh  !  if  I  could  only  rip  Nowlan's  black  heart 
open,  and  pour  out  his  traitor  blood  !  Look  in 
my  two  eyes — is  there  blood  in  them  ?  Hush! 
let  me  speak  on.  They  say  I  murdered  old 
Darcy — it  is  a  blasted  lie  !  it's  not  like  the 
mad  would  murder  the  mad  !" 

"Who  did?"  asked  Leslie,  starting. 

"  T  am  no  traitor !"  answered  O'Shane, 
fiercely.  ''  Hush !  curse  me,  but  here  they 
are  again  !  the  first  man  that  lays  a  hand  on 
me  dies — hush  !" 

"  The  deeds  !  the  certificates  !" 

"  There  they  are  !  there — — "  showing  them 
daringly, 

Leslie  grasped  at  them,  but  after  a  short 
struggle  was  thrown  with  violence  on  his  back, 
and  almost  stunned. 

"  Hush  for  your  life,  or  by  the  living " 

Without  finishing  the  threatening  sentence,  he 
threw  the  nun's  cloak  over  Leslie's  head,  and 
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held  it  tightly  over  his  mouth  until  the  dim 
forms  of  the  police  began  to  be  discernible, 
when  he  fled. 

*'  Eeady  to  fire,  if  he  lays  finger  to  a  trigger  !" 
shouted  Kennedy  to  his  men,  who  jerked  up 
their  muskets  and  presented  at  Leslie,  whilst 
their  chief  walked  up  boldly. 

^^  Is  it  you  again  ?"  exclaimed  the  officer ; 
"  was  not  a  man  in  a  nun's  cloak  sitting  by 
you  this  instant  ?" 

^^Yes,"  replied  Leslie;  ^^  Dennis  O'Shane." 

*^  Forward !  it  is  ho — the  black  wolf!"  ex- 
claimed Kennedy,  adding,  '^  when  I  overtake 
you,  I  will  pass  the  last  man  in  silence,'^ 

There  was  a  rush  forward,  for  the  men 
loved  and  admired  their  daring  young  chief. 

^^  I  cannot  stay,"  said  he,  grasping  Leslie's 
hand,  "  but  I  will  send  one  of  my  men  to  you, 
and  order  another  on  to  Talbot  Hall — she  is 
there  !  I  have  no  right  to  seek  to  control  your 
or  her  feelings — she  has  taunted  me  often 
about  the  black  wolf,  but  this  night  I  will  run 
him  down  ;  he  will  drop  or  I — then  tell  her 
that — but,  no — ."  lie  pressed  Leslie's  finders 
convulsively,  and  when  the  latter  would  have 
spoken,  was  far  away. 

The  priest  and  Sir.  Lutterworth,  who  had 
remained  aloof  from  the  crowd  on  the  mound, 
which  no  one  approached,   as  if  their  standing 
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OD  it  had  consecrated  the  spot,  were  still  there, 
and  in  stirring  conversation;  the  former  hinting 
at  events  he  dared  not  speak,  but  which  were 
making  the  hairs  stand  on  his  companion's 
head. 

*^  May  I  speak  a  word  in  your  reverence's 
car  ?"  asked  a  sailor. 

^^  Certainly  ;  but  I  hope  it  is  not  to  ask  me 
to  go  with  you  now. 

"•  Tiiat  same  your  holiness." 

The  man,  who  led  Father  Tracey  aside, 
seemed  much  agitated  ;  he  had  a  recent  gash 
on  his  cheek,  over  which  was  a  bandage. 
Placing  his  lips  to  the  priest's  ear,  he  uttered  a 
few  words. 

Father  Tracey  raised  his  head,  and  looking 
steadily  at  the  mariner,  repeated  the  words  — 

^'  Ho  wishes  to  make  a  dying  confession." 

Then  he  asked — 

''Is  he  near  his  end  ?" 

"  He  was  paying  out  the  last  turn  in  his 
cable,  and  only  holding  on  by  a  half  hitch 
until  your  holiness  comes." 

"  Is  there  any  one  with  him  ?" 

"  Sorrow  a  living  soul,  not  even  a  binnacle 
light  itself." 

Father  Tracey,  returning  tc  say  a  few  words 
to  Mr.  Butterworth  before  going,  was  surprised 
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to  see  that  he  too  had  been  joined,  and  was 
listening  with  deep  earnestness  to  a  messenger 
who  came  to  summon  him  away  hurriedly. 

^'  I  am  called  on  to  hear  the  confession  of  a 
d3'ing  man,"  said  the  priest  in  a  low  voice, 
addressing  Mr.  Butterworth,  who  replied — 

"  And  I  to  witness  a  painful  leave-taking — 
a  heart-rending  scene." 

A  few  whispered  words  passed  between 
them,  Father  Tracey  giving  his  friend  a  small 
bottle,  as  a  safeguard  against  the  feveTj  then  so 
prevalent. 

'^  God  direct  us,"  said  Mr.  Butterworth,  as 
they  parted. 

''  Amen  !"  responded  the  priest's  deep-toned 
voice,  and  the  next  instant  their  backs  were 
turned,  each  following  and  talking  earnestly  to 
his  guide. 

When  the  priest  and  his  guide  had  gone 
half  a  mile  along  the  heights,  they  came  to  a 
fisherman's  hut  on  the  side  of  the  cliffs,  close 
to  the  water's  edge ;  it  had  been  supposed  to 
be  haunted;  into  this  hovel  the  confessor 
entered,  stooping  low  to  clear  the  entrance. 
After  peering  about  in  the  dark,  he  turned  to 
the  guide  and  said — 

''  Where  is  he  ?" 

'^  Here,"  groaned  a  sinking  voice  from  the 
pitchy  darkness. 
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The  guide  struck  a  light  and  lit  a  match, 
which  only  burned  long  enough  for  the  priest 
to  discern  a  form  stretched  on  some  old  can- 
vass; the  foce  was  frightfully  cut,  and  the 
sufferer  gasped  for  breath. 

^'  Is  there  no  candle  ?''  asked  Father  Tracey. 

'^I  can  speak  up  better  in  the  dark,  and 
slip  away  easier  without  a  light,"  replied  the 
dying  man,  drawing  a  deep  respiration. 

^'You  want  to  make  your  peace  with  your 
God." 

'^Tar  will  wear  out  of  the  skin,  though  it 
stains  bad  ;  but  blood " 

*'  There  is  blood  on  your  soul  ?" 

a  Yes." 

''  Whose  ?" 

The  man,  gasping  to  inhale  a  fresh  breath, 
replied  with  a  choking  gulp — 

^^  Nowlan's  wife  ?" 

**  Any  other  ?"  asked  the  priest  quickly,  see- 
ino'  there  was  no  time  to  lose. 

o 

''  Yes,"  answered  the  dying  man  in  a  firmer 
voice,  "two  custom-house  sharks!  but  that 
does  not  fret  me — they  struck  at  me.  I  am 
slipping  my  hawser,  and  my  last  word  is  to 
say,  I  did  not  murder  old  Mr.  Darcy." 

Father  Tracey  groped  for  the  man's  hand  in 
the  dark,  seized  it,  and  said  hastily — 

^^  Speak  the  truth  on  your  death-bed,  or  all 
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hope  of  forgiveness  is  over  for  you,  and  you 
writhe  in  eternal  fire  ?  who  murdered  him  ? 
speak !" 

The  panting  man,  terrified,  made  several 
attempts  to  articulate  ;  with  a  last  dying  effort 
he  muttered  Kowlan's  name. 

*'  And  the  Agent  1"  ejaculated  Father  Tracey, 
shaking  the  man  to  rouse  him. 

There  was  no  answer,  save  a  low,  gurgling 
death-rattle. 

^*Are  you  listening  to  me?"  asked  Father 
Tracey,  placing  his  hand  on  the  smuggler's 
breast.     A  shudder  came  over  the  priest. 

He  rose  to  his  feet,  went  to  the  low  door- 
way ^  and  moved  out  into  the  open  air  ;  where 
the  guide  had  watched,  now  stood  I^owlan 
with  two  excise  officers.  He  had  betrayed 
Ned  Fagan,  the  dead  smuggler. 

The  priest  made  his  way  home  across  the 
bogs.  The  country  was  hushed,  the  night 
dark,  and  the  leafless  trees,  as  he  passed  them, 
were  still  as  death,  wrapped  in  their  winding 
sheets  of  stifling  fog. 

A  short  distance  from  the  cliffs  a  horse  and 
gig  awaited  Mr.  Butterworth.  Charley,  after 
trimming  the  lamps,  took  the  reins  in  silence. 
The  moment  the  mettlesome  animal  heard  the 
heavy  tread  on  the  step,  he  reared  and  bounded 
forward. 
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'^  l^ot  SO  fast  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Butter- 
worth. 

^'  I  can't  hold  him  ;  he  has  not  been  exer- 
cised since  poor  Mr.  Hervey's  death.  Help  me 
to  pull  the  reins — I  am  not  strong  enough." 

By  degrees  the  line- tempered  steed  settled 
down  into  a  long  bounding  trot,  w^hich  soon 
brought  them  to  the  high  road,  along  which 
they  travelled  at  great  speed,  going,  as  far  as 
any  carriage  could  ascend,  the  steep  and  rugged 
pass  up  the  mountains. 

"  We  n)ust  lose  no  time,"  said  Charley,  who 
held  a  lantern  whose  light,  scarcely  penetrating 
the  dense  fog^  barely  enabled  them  to  keep 
clear  of  the  yawning  precipices. 

They  hurried  on  in  silence  until  they  reached 
O'lS^eirs  underground  dwelling ;  here  Charley 
whispered  a  few  words  to  the  clergyman,  and 
putting  his  finger  to  his  mouth,  gav^e  a  low 
whistle.  Hugh's  brother  rose  from  the  earth 
like  a  phantom,  telling  them  the  police  had 
tracked  the  cart^  and  taken  O'Neil  away  on  the 
previous  day. 

Mr.  Butterworth  and  his  boy  guide  ascended 
to  the  ill-fated  cabin,  which  was  so  buried  in 
the  fog  that  they  hud  great  difficulty  in  finding 
it.  Spriniiling  a  few  drops  from  the  bottle  the 
priest  had  given  him  on  to  his  kerchief,  Mr. 
iiutterworth  said,  in  a  low  voice — 
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^'  I  am  ready — go  in." 

"  Hush  !  speak  lower  ;  let  me  prepare  them 
for  your  visit." 

The  boy  gave  the  lantern  to  the  clergyman, 
and  then  entered  noiselessly.  But  returning 
soon,  and  holding  up  his  finger  to  enjoin 
silence,  he  led  Mr.  Butterworth  into  the  stiil 
liovel.  The  flushed  man  looked  around ;  two 
white  sheets  partitioned  the  cabin ;  some  moun- 
tain heathers  and  a  few  evergreen  leaves  v.ere 
placed  in  a  stone  jar  on  a  small  table;  the 
earthen  floor  was  clean  swept ;  a  Hre  crackled, 
and  on  it  simmered  a  small  pan,  over  which 
might  be  seon  a  delicate  hand  stirring  the  con- 
tents, v/hich  the  person  sipped  to  sec  if  it  was 
palatable.  There  was  an  air  of  comfort  in  the 
decayed  hovel ;  the  holes  in  the  iKud  vralis 
were  stuffed  with  bundles  of  straw  to  keep  out 
the  draughts ;  and  in  a  tumbler,  only  seen 
through  the  opening  of  the  sheets,  were  some 
wild  crocusses;  all  bespoke  woman's  gentle 
presence.  Charley,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
whispered  with  a  feeling  of  pride,  as  he  raised 
the  light  partition — 

"  My  lather  is  asleep." 

^'Your  father!"  repeated  Mr.  Butter  worth, 
amazed. 

''  Rush  !  yes,  my  father !"  the  boy  pointed 
to   the   bed,    on   which  were  sheets   white  as 

VOL.    III.  I 
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snow.  Sir  Henry  Gale  had  fallen  asleep,  hold- 
ing in  his  fingers  the  hand  of  Sister  Agnes, 
who  raised  her  meek  face,  on  which  was  im- 
printed pride,  sorrow,  and  touching  distress. 

Mr.  Butterworth  approached  her  kindly  and 
held  out  his  hand ;  the  moment  she  attempted 
to  extricate  her  fingers,  the  sleeper,  becoming 
restless,  pressed  them  more  tightly.  He  knew 
by  the  gratified  smile  on  her  face,  as  she 
beckoned  him  to  look  on  the  slumberer's  grasp 
what  she  felt,  and  what  was  going  on  in  her 
heart. 

The  clergyman  sat  down  on  the  bedside,  and 
opening  the  book  which  lay  on  the  pillow  close 
to  the  sick  man's  head,  he  whispered — 

^'  He  has  been  communing  with  his  God  !" 

She  bent  over  the  pinched,  pale  features,  on 
which  Mr.  Eutterworth  gazed  with  a  look  of 
deep  regret — pressed  her  lip  softly  to  Gale's 
forehead,  and  w^hispered  as  she  raised  her 
head — 

^'  Oh  !  be  gentle  to  him  ;  it  is  not  fever,  nor 
the  pain  from  his  leg  which  is  bearing  him 
down  ;  he  is  dying  broken-hearted — a  sincere 
penitent." 

The  clergyman  felt  hot  tears  dropping  on  to 
his  hand ;  and  when  he  turned  to  whisper 
words  of  comfort,  saw  Charley  touch  the 
sleeper's  cheek  with  his  lip,  and  kiss  the  weep- 
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ing  nun.  Placing  his  kerchief  to  his  forehead, 
he  left  it  there  for  some  moments.  When  he 
took  it  down,  his  eyes  rested  on  the  fire ;  it 
was,  perhaps,  the  reflection  of  the  flame  which 
made  them  shine  whilst  he  gazed  on  little 
Flora,  who  just  then  took  off  the  simmering 
pan,  and  whispered — 

*'  I  think  it  is  exactly  as  he  likes  it." 

While  she  spoke,  she  stirred  the  sleepet's 
hair  from  the  temple,  and  touched  the  white 
spot  with  her  crimson  lips. 

Sir  Henry  opened  his  eyes,  and  smiling 
gratefully  on  sister  Agnes,  raised  her  fingers 
towards  his  lips,  but  ere  he  had  succeeded  in 
his  feeble  effort,  her  cheek  was  lying  on  his 
face. 

*^  Has  he  come  ?"  asked  Gale. 

^^Yes." 

Mr.  Butter  worth,  whom  Sir  Henry  did  not 
seem  to  have  observed,  moved  closer  to  him,  and 
held  out  his  hand. 

A  tinge  returned  to  the  sufferer's  features  ; 
he  took  the  fingers,  and,  pressing  them  feebly, 
turned  away  his  face.  The  clergyman  spoke 
to  him  in  language  which  was  sweet  and  re- 
freshing to  a  broken  heart,  and  then  bade  him, 
in  words  soft  and  low,  prepare  his  soul  for  a 
happier  world  where  troubles  ceased. 

Sir  Henry's  heavy  eye  was  upturned  for  a 
I  3 
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moment — its  lambent  rays  glided  on  to  a  meek 
face,  which  was  leaning  over  him,  he  spoke 
not,  but  there  was  touching  language  in  the 
soft,  languishing  pupils,  which,  chough  dim, 
wus  full  of  consciousness,  as  they  gently  moved 
from  the  face  over  him,  to  the  boy's,  then  to 
the  girPs,  and  at  last  rested  on  Mr.  Butterworth, 
who  still  retained  his  hand,  and  asked — 

'*  Aie  you  in  pain  ?'' 

''  Xot  of  body,  my  leg  has  ceased  to  pain.     I 

fear  mortifica "   though  he  did  not  finish 

the  sentence,  all  started  and  looked  into  ids 
face,  on  which  was  a  smile  of  resignation. 

lie  resumed,  in  a  tremulous  tone — 

^'To  her — to  them,  I  can  never  atone — but 
Avhile  Heaven  spares  me  strength  to  speak,  I 
will  rouse  myself,   and  try  to  repair  the  deep 

injuries  under  which  she  has  so  long "  he 

paused  to  control  his  feelings,  then  went  on  in 
a  feebler  voice,  ^'  this  is  no  time  to  feel  ashamed 
of  confessing  my  past  conduct.  I  know  that  I 
am  passing  away,  and  that  nothing  is  left  of 
me  but  the  shadow  of  a  bad  man  ;  I  trust  the 
silent  agony  of  mind  vv^hich  I  have  endured  for 
days  past  has  wrung  from  my  heart  its  heaviest 
sin,  ingratitude  to  her — to  theoi,"  he  covered 
his  face  wdth  both  hands  for  several  moments, 
then  resumed,  in  a  voice  gradually  becoming 
fainter,   ^'my  unprincipled  conducted  to  poor 
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Hervey,  and  tliat  noble  fellow  Leslie,  whom 
nothing  could  tempt  to  participate  in  the  base 
action  I  proposed.  Oh,  those  certificates  ! 
could  I  onl}^  get  them  on  my  death-bed,  T  could 
die — I  could  atone  to  Hervey  yet." 
.  He  paused  again  to  collect  all  his  strength  ; 
starting  to  his  elbow,  he  proceeded  almost 
fiercely,  as  his  dim  eyes  lit  up. 

^'  Yes,  I  was  accessory  to  the  forgery ;  but 
murder  ! — that  was  a  foul  stain  to  cast  on  me — 
as  God  is  my  judge,  I  parted  friends  with 
Hervey,  and  were  he  alive,  he  would  now  be 
standing  at  my  bed-side.  Oh,  let  me  not  even 
be  hinted  at  as  a  murderer,  for  her  dear  sake  ! 
for  that  innocent  girl's  !  for  that  devoted  boy's 
sake !" 

Overcome  by  this  gust  of  indignant  feeling 
and  touching  distress,  he  fell  back  on  the  gentle 
woman's  bosom,  where  his  head  lay  so  still  and 
quiet,  that  they  thought  his  startled  spirit  had 
fled.  They  knew  it  not ;  but  he  felt  the  showers 
of  hottears^  and  knew  whose  kisses  were  warming 
his  cheek.  They  hung  on  his  neck  as  if  they 
could  thus  prevent  the  spirit  escaping ;  whilst 
Mr.  Butterworth,  with  his  face  covered  with  his 
'kerchief,  knelt  by  the  bed-side,  and  offered  up 
in  silence  the  prayer  he  could  not  utter  without 
becoming  unmanned.     So  still  did  he  remain, 
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tliey  could  not  toll  whether  it  was  sleep  or 
death.  At  last  the  clergyman  signed  her  to 
lay  the  drooping  head  on  the  pillow ;  had  she 
held  her  own  slumhoring  infant  in  her  arms, 
she  could  not  have  leaned  forward  more  tenderly 
not  to  disturb  its  repose. 

The  quiet  from  Avithout  was  broken  by  the 
sound  of  a  horse's-hoof,  clambering  up  the 
almost  inaccessible  path  ;  loose  fragments  of 
rocks  are  fl^nng  from  beneath  his  iron-shoes, 
and  now  the  panting  animal's  foam-covered 
mouth,  distended  nostrils,  and  rolling  eyes,  are 
within  the  cabin  door. 

'^  The  priest's  horse  !*'  exclaimed  Charley^ 
starting,  • 

The  next  instant,  the  man  with  the  sou'- 
wester, splashed  and  covered  with  mud,  leaned 
against  the  door-post  to  support  himself,  then 
gazing  on  the  group  through  the  parted  sheets, 
sprung  to  the  bed-side,  shook  the  still  form 
violently,  exclaiming  aloud — 

^* Awake!  rouse  up!  You  must  not  die! 
Gale  !  Gale  !  it  is  I— Hervey  !" 

As  if  his  powerful  voice  had  been  the  trump 
of  judgment,  the  sleeper  started ;  an  almost 
imperceptible  tremor  stole  over  his  quiet  face  ; 
they  saw  that  the  lids  moved,  and  knew  he  was 
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not  yet  dead.  Every  eye  was  strained  on  the 
sudden  intruder,  who,  with  his  arms  crossed, 
his  splendid  features  flushed,  his  eye  sparkling 
from  extraordinary  exertion,  stood  leaning 
against  the  foot  of  the  bed,  breathing  quickly, 
and  watching  Gale's  death -like  face  with  a 
painful  eagerness.  No  one  stirred,  the  hovel 
was  very  still. 
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CHAPTEE  XII. 


WiUTEVER  Leslie  told  Mr.  Talbot  on  reachini^ 
the  hall,  had  an  extraordinary  effect  on  the  old 
gentleman,  for  he  sprang  into  the  air,  and 
exclaimed,  as  he  rushed  from  the  room — 

"  Heaven  be  praised  I" 

Soon  he  returned,  with  his  ^yife  leaning  on 
his  arm,  and  followed  by  Emma  Dawson, 
whose  eyes,  though  full  of  sorrow  the  moment 
previous,  were  now  sparkling  with  the  delight 
she  could  not  conceal. 

Mrs.  Talbot  welcomed  Leslie,  in  her  warmest 
manner ;  and  though  Emma  hung  back  for  a 
moment,  she  took  his  hand,  and  looked  ten- 
derly in  his  face.  Her  first  appearance  had 
brought  a  tinge  to  the  hectic  spot  on  his  cheek, 
which  spread  so  fast  that  he  turned  aw^ay  his 
head  to  conceal  the  rising  colour. 

The  movement  was  not  unseen  by  Emma ; 
she  treasured  that  blush  in  her  heart. 

After  Leslie  had  narrated  the  extraordinary 
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escape  Darcy  and  he  had  had  from  the  wrecked 
yacht,  he  spoke  in  the  highest  praise  of  the 
kindness  they  had  received  in  the  Isle  of  Man, 
where,  in  conseqaence  of  the  fearful  gale,  they 
had  been  detained. 

The  speaking,  together  with  the  exercise, 
had  caused  drops  of  blood  to  ooze  through  the 
baniage,  which  had  only  been  put  on  tem- 
porarily. 

Mrs.  Talbot  insisted  on  dressing  the  wound 
afresh  ;  and  Emma,  turning  very  pale,  declared 
in  a  low  voice,  that  she  would  assist  her.  So 
gentle  was  the  girl  in  her  touch,  that  Leslie 
smiled  when  she  whispered — 

'•  I  will  not  hurt  you." 

Will  it  be  believed  that  the  master  of  the 
hounds,  who  had  so  often  seen  a  fox  devoured 
alive  by  his  dogs,  now  blanched  at  the  sight  of 
a  few  drops  of  blood  ;  whilst  woman's  energies, 
which  are  hatched  in  adversity,  and  gain 
strength  in  the  hour  of  man's  need,  enabled 
Emma  to  assist  Tvlrs.  Talbot.  Her  heait  throb- 
bed each  time  she  touched  the  arm  ;  only  wlien 
the  bandage  was  replaced,  and  not  till  then,  did 
Emm.a  complain  of  giddiness  and  swimming  in 
the  eyes. 

Leslie  sup]:orted  her  to  the  sofa,  and  whilst 
Mr.  Talbot  said,  with  a  smile — 

''  We  shall  laugh  at  all  this  to-morrow."     A 
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loud,  long,  impatient  knocking  was  heard  at 
the  hall-door,  which  made  then  start;  and  soon 
old  Talbot's  joy  was  turned  into  bitter  sorrow. 

On  four  muskets,  over  which  were  thrown 
as  many  cloaks  to  form  a  litter,  lay  the  body  of 
Darcy,  carried  by  the  same  number  of  police- 
men. Close  to  this  mournful  group  was  Miss 
Gordon,  supported  by  the  young  chief  of  the  police 
and  the  priest,  for  she  would  not  allow  herself  to 
be  carried  ;  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  Darcy's  still 
face,  save  when  they  wandered  to  glance  on 
Lucy,  who,  borne  in  the  arms  of  the  man  in  the 
sou' -wester,  lay  quiet  as  as  lumbering  child; 
he  appeared  to  have  loitered  behind  the  rccit  of 
the  party,  anxious  to  retain  the  senseless  girl 
as  long  as  possible. 

So  overcome  was  Mr.  Talbot,  tliat  the  old 
butler  was  literally  battling  with  his  master  to 
keep  him  back,  exclaiming — 

*"  Shut  tiiC  parlor  door  1  and  don't  let  the 
mis';ress  out  for  your  life  !" 

The  priest  took  Lucy  from  the  man.  What- 
ever passed  at  that  moment,  Gieig's  face 
reddened ;  he  stamped  his  foot  indignantly, 
and  went  so  far  as  to  close  his  fist,  niuttering  — 
*'  ii's  enough  to  make  one's  blood  boil,  the  dirty 
spalpeen  !" 

Mrs.  Talbot  rushed  out,  and  instantly  w^as 
heard  a  piercing  cry,  next  followed  the   un- 
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steady  tread  of  feet,  ascending  the  stone  steps, 
bearing  Darcy's  body.  Above  the  low  muffled 
sounds,  and  broken  sobs  of  the  servants,  rose  a 
deep  groan  ;  it  came  from  the  master  of  hounds 
breast.  The  family  physician,  who  had  been 
sitting  at  Captain  Eodney's  bed  side,  was 
hurriedly  summoned.  Mr.  Talbot  dragged 
him  towards  Lucy,  then  to  his  wife,  who 
slowly  opening  her  eyes  when  her  face  was 
sprinkled  with  cold  water,  sat  staring  on  the 
different  groups  as  if  it  was  all  a  dream. 

When  the  physician  looked  at  Darcy  and  felt 
his  wrist,  he  shook  his  head  ;  and,  as  if  the  case 
was  hopeless  again  turned  to  Lucy,  desiring 
that  Mrs.  Talbot  should  instantly  be  removed. 

The  exercise  and  excitement  had  been  of 
great  service  to  Ada,  who,  after  swallowing  a 
cordial,  entreated  the  doctor  to  exert  all  his 
skill  on  Darcy,  promising  to  assist  Lucy's  re- 
covery by  aiding  in  chafing  ber  limbs.  Though 
much  in  want  of  medical  assistance  herself, 
she  nobly  insisted  on  the  physician  bestowing 
all  his  attention  on  Mrs.  Talbot  and  Darcy, 
and  that  she  would  be  answerable  for  dear 
Lucy. 

When  Lucy,  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
after  she  had  laid  before  a  tire,  being  constantly 
chafed  by  Lydia  and  her  old  nurse,  at  last 
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opened  her  soft  eycs^  she  drew  a  long  sigh,  and 
then  murmured — 

^' Ada,  I  am  sinking,  oh — " 

Miss  Gordon  had  been  too  weak  to  assist 
long,  bat  the  mouieut  she  perceived  her  com- 
panion was  recovering,  she  had  her  placed  in 
bed,  herself  going  over  to  the  fire,  for  she  was 
very  cold. 

Soon  Lucy  sighed  again,  and  looking  up  into 
the  faces  amongst  which  she  could  not  see 
Ada's,  she  asked  in  a  voice  of  fear — 

''Oh,  where  is  she  ?" 

"  Here,  Lucy  dear,"  replied  Miss  Gordon, 
*' I  am  vv  utchiug  you ;  1  am  too  weak  to  stir 
from  my  seat  yet,  but  shall  be  quite  well  v/hen 
1  change  my  wet  clothes,  and  here — go,  nurse," 
she  resumed,  ''  and  see  how  the  favourite  you 
dandled  so  often  on  your  knees  is,  iiiid  come 
back  quick  to  let  us  know." 

The  physician  iiad  been  iiid(uatigable  with 
Darcy,  who,  at  la^t,  sliowed  symptoms  or  re- 
turning life,  but  he  could  not  pronounce  him 
out  of  danger.  Mrs.  Talbot  had  been  kindly 
dealt  with,  tor  the  angel  oi  piety  had  sp;n\  d 
her  senses,  by  throwing  her  into  a  swoon.  In 
the  mean  time,  as  is  often  tlie  case  in  moments 
of  danger  and  triiil,  'one  of  servants  hearing 
Ureig's  exclamation,  and  wishing  to   spare  her 
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mistress  so  painful  a  sight,  locked  the  door  of 
the  room,  after  Mr.  Talbot  had  left  it,  making 
prisoners  of  Emma  Dawson  and  Leslie. 

So  alarmed  had  she  been  by  Mrs.  Talbot's  pierc- 
ing cry,  and  the  strange  shufiling,  conpled  with 
the  servants'  sobs,  that  she  leant  on  Leslie,  and 
after  ineffectual  efforts  to  restrain  the  tears, 
which  had  been  so  loLg  pc^nt  up,  wept 
aloud.  Leslie  wound  his  arm  consolingly 
around  her  waist,  spoke  to  her  in  tones  the 
softest,  hade  her  not  fear,  and  whispered  he 
would  never  forget  the  tender  manner  in  which 
one  so  delicate  had  dressed  his  wound.  Slie 
raised  her  streaming  eyes,  and  though  she 
uttered  no  word,  she  asked  him,  witli  them,  to 
speak  in  language  so  dear  to  her  young  heart. 

Suddenly  i-eoaHing  his  words  to  Kennedy, 
he  became  silent  and  tlioughtful ;  withdrawing 
his  arm,  and  disengaging  his  fingers  from 
those  vv'hieh  were  witlan  his  own,  he  rose  from 
the  sofa,  and  going  over  to  t-ie  fire,  leant  on 
the  chimufy  slab,  iiis  noble  features  deeperdug 
as  if  he  had  ail  at  once  found  himself  ca^^t  on 
the  world  a  Ijue  and  despise'  beiug. 

Emma  was  hurt ;  the  girl  who  thought  si  e 
know  uia^  's  nature  so  well,  was  deceived  by 
not  urdei  standing  what  caused  the  sudden 
chai^go  in  Le- lie's  manner. 

'•  i  have  overcome   my    weakness,    Captain 
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Leslie,"  she  said,  after  a  long  silence,  ^'  and 
see  it  is  but  right  to  resign  the  sofa  to  you 
who  are  a  sufferer  ;  I  shall  leave  you  and  see 
what  has  happened." 

Stiffling  a  rising  sob,  Emma  moved  haughtily 
to  the  door.  lie  never  stirred,  had  he  been 
a  statue,  he  could  not  have  remained  more 
motionless.  She  turned  tbe  lock,  then  rang 
the  bell  ;  and  as  the  door  opened,  the  girl  who 
had  been  breaking  her  heart  for  Leslie's  sup- 
posed death,  now  passed  out  from  the  room 
with  a  cold  look. 

The  first  person  she  met  was  Kennedy,  who, 
after  telling  her  all  that  had  happened,  whis- 
pered— 

*^  While  I  stayed  to  bandage  Leslie's  wound, 
for  your  sake,  the  black  wolf  has  again 
escaped." 

"  For  my  sake  !"  she  repeated,  proudly,  her 
face  blanching,  instead  of  crimsoning,  "  Cap- 
tain Leslie  is  nothing  to  me." 

The  officer  gazed  at  her  as  if  his  life  and 
happiness  were  staked  on  her  next  words ;  her 
lips  parted ;  she  took  two  unsteady  steps,  and 
fell  senseless  into  his  arais.  He  pressed  her 
to  his  breast,  and  fanned  her  cheek  with  his 
warm  breath  ;  but  soon  thoy  bore  her  from 
him.  He  waited  with  a  heart  buoyant  with 
hope  ;  and  when  they  returned  to  say  she  had 
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recovered,  he  hurried  to  the  room  in  which  he 
knew  Leslie  was. 

There  stood  the  noble  fellow  still  as  death, 
his  features  w^hite  as  driven  snow — nothing 
prevented  him  dropping  but  the  proud  though 
broken  spirit  which  had  supported  him  through 
all  hig  bitter  trials. 

Kennedy  seized  his  hand,  and  pressing  it, 
convulsively  asked,  in  an  agitated  voice — 

"  What  passed  between  you  ?" 

Leslie  looked  on  him,  then  turned  away  in 
silence. 

''  You  have  confessed  to  her,  and  she — yes, 
1  know  all — in  my  very  heart,  I  pity  you." 

^'  Keep  your  pity/'  replied  Leslie,  mourn- 
fully, ^'  I  remembered  my  promise." 

"And  you  treated  her  coldly  ?" 

"  I  never  yet  broke  my  word  intentionally  ; 
it  was  a  hard  struggle." 

"  You  told  her  that  you  did  not  love." 

"  Cease  your  cross-questioning." 

"  She  threw  cerselt  into  my  arms,  exclaim- 
iug — '  Captain  Leslie  is  nothing  to  me.'  " 

A  passing  but  deeper  shade  overcast  Leslie's 
features,  lor  a  m.oment,  and,  then,  his  face  was 
again  white  as  alabaster. 

Kennedy,  who  wa.  both  agitated  and  moved, 
whispered — 

"  i  owe  you  the  deepest  debt  of  gratitude." 
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As  he  spoke,  the  arm  which  lie  had  placed 
on  Leslie's  shoulder  trembled  violently. 

The  shadow  of  a  bitter  smile  swept  across 
Leslie's  features ;  it  played  for  a  second  on  the 
upper  lip,  then  vanished,  with  a  deep  sigh,  as 
he  almost  tauntingly  asked — 

*'  Have  you  gained  her  love  by  capturing 
O'Shane  ?" 

The  young  chiefs  face  burnt  like  fire,  as, 
with  his  eye  flashing  angrily,  he  replied — 

'^  From  this  moment  I  cancel  your  promise  ; 
let  the  winner  boast  his  prize." 

''  It  is  easy  for  you  to  speak  thus,  wlieu 
there  is  but  one  competitor  ;  but  were  I — no, 
I  will  not  utter  words  in  the  heat  of  the  mo- 
ment, which  can  but  cast  a  stain  on  others, 
without  purifying  the  taint  which  blasts  all 
my  hopes ;  wouhf  I  had  never  lived  until  this 
fatal  hour." 

Overcome  by  weakness  of  body  and  distress 
of  mind,  Lcvsiie  leant  heavily  on  the  slab,  his 
face  was  buried  on  his  arnij  and  his  chest  shook 
convulsively. 

"  Noble  fellow  I"  ejaculated  Kennedy,  in- 
stantly softening  :  ''  it  is  no  slight  blast  wLiih 
forces  the  oak  to  bend ;  if  I  thought  myself 
the  cause  of  this  gust  of  a:?guish,  I  would 
awear — no,  I  could  not  do  thai  ;  but  1  would 
try  to  wean  my  —  but  alas!  ala^  ^  th 
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SO  deep  with  me,  it  can  never  heal — ^yhat  am  I 
saying  ?'' 

"  There  is  hope  for  you/'  murmured  Leslie, 
in  a  broken  voice  ;  ^'  the  heart,  though  crushed 
for  a  time,  may  recover ;  but  the  taint  to  which 
I  allude  has  gnawed  deep  into  the  inner  core 
of  mine ;  if  at  a  li moment  when  its  gnaw- 
ings  were  unbearable,  I  uttered  words  which 
could  give  pain,  believe  me,  they  came  not 
from  my  heart." 

Drops  of  blood  dripped  afresh. 

Kennedy  wound  his  arm  as  gently  around 
Leslie  as  if  he  had  been  supporting  a  young 
girl,  and  led  him  to  the  sofa,  where  he  ban- 
daged the  wound  afresh.  Leslie  pressed  his 
hand  feebly,  and  turned  away  his  face. 

In  silence,  they  sat  side  by  side,  both  men 
thinking  of  —  the  flirt.  But  soon  Leslie's 
head,  weighed  down  by  fatigue  and  the  severe 
trials  he  had  gone  tlirougii  for  days  back, 
bowed,  till  it  rested  on  Kennedy's  shoulder — 
he  slept. 

The  chief  did  not  move  ;  and  when,  some 
time  later,  he  heard  a  light  step  in  the  still- 
ness, he  listened  attentively  ;  but  as  the  sound 
ceased,  he  began  to  think  it  was  fancy.  Not 
so,  for,  at  that  moment,  an  anxious  face  moved 
at  the  door;  meeting  Kennedy's  eye,  it   was 
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hastily  drawn  back  ;  but  whilst  he  thought  of 
those  features,  Miss  Gordon  glided  across  the 
room  from  an  opposite  door,  and  seating  herself 
by  Leslie's  side,  regardless  of  the  chief  being 
present,  she  parted  the  dark  curls  from  off  his 
forehead,  whispering — 

''  Who  has  a  greater  right  to  tend  you  in 
sickness  than  she  who  owes  you  so  much  ?'' 
She  laid  her  hand  lightly  on  his  temple,  mur- 
muring— '^  ^oble  fellow.'' 

Kenuedy  felt  sure  that  the  same  step  he  had 
first  heard  moved  again,  nor  was  it  fancy,  for 
Emma  stood  at  the  door,  silently  watching  the 
scene,  and  whilst  the  colour  came  and  went  to 
her  features,  she  bit  her  lip  painfully  to  keep 
doTU  her  feelings. 

Next  instant  Emma  Dawson  stood  close  by 
Kennedy's  side  ;  her  eyes  wandered  attentively 
from  him  to  Ada,  then  became  fixed  on  Leslie, 
who  slowly  opened  his  lids,  and  looked  lan- 
guidly into  Miss  Gordon's  tace,  as  if  he  had 
just  awakened  from  heavy  slumber. 

Ada  knelt,  and,  with  his  hand  in  hers,  asked 
how  he  felt.  A  gratified  smile  brightened  his 
sad  features ;  he,  in  his  turn,  enquired  for 
Darcy. 

"  He  owes  his  life  to  you,"  she  whispered ; 
*'he  it  is  who  has  sent  me  hither;  he  speaks 
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of  you  as  the  most  daring  and  noble  of  men  ;" 
then  colouring,  she  added — "  I  am  here  as  his 
substitute." 

A  smile  gladdened  Leslie's  features  as  he 
turned  his  head  and  beheld  Emma's  look  fixed 
on  himself,  and  then  felt  her  eyes  lead  his  re- 
proachfully to  Ada,  whilst  she,  pretending  to 
laugh,  said — 

*'  Come,  come.  Captain  Kennedy,  we  must 
leave  them  to  talk  over  their  little  secrets, 
since  they  require  to  be  whispered  in  our  pre- 
sence." 

With  a  look  such  as  none  but  a  practised 
flirt  could  give,  unseen,  save  by  the  man  for 
whom  it  was  intended,  she  signed  the  chief  to 
her  ;  and  walking  towards  the  other  side  of  the 
room,  directly  facing  the  sofa,  seated  herself 
on  an  ottoman,  when,  after  paying  Kennedy 
the  most  marked  attention^  and  making  him 
recount  all  that  had  passed  that  night,  she 
smiled  graciously  on  him,  declaring  aloud — 

"  You  are  the  most  agreeable  companion, 
when  you  chose  to  exert  yourself;  it  is  a  luck- 
send  to  fall  on  you  in  such  a  houseful  of  sor- 
rowful faces. 

Had  Kennedy  looked  round  he  might  have 
read  Miss  Gordon's  thoughts  in  the  angry 
expression  of  her  eye,  from  the  moment  Emma 
spoke  aloud ;  he   might  have  seen,  too,   that 
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Leslie's  whole  attention  was  not  engrossed  by 
Ada. 

There  came  at  this  moment  a  knock  at  the 
hall  door  ;  the  chief  of  the  police  was  wanted 
instantly  by  one  of  his  men. 

Kennedy  pretended  at  first  not  to  hear ; 
treated  the  hurried  summons  as  an  unnecessary 
alarm  ;  and  would  have  put  off  leaving  Emma 
so  long  as  he  possibly  could,  had  she  not  said 
aloud — 

''  I  will  go  with  you,  and  see  what  fresh 
disaster  has  occurred." 

Together  they  left  the  room  ;  but  instantly 
she  hurried  i'rom  his  side,  and  locking  herself 
in  the  boudoir,  burst  into  tears. 

Eecoverin:^  after  a  time,  Emma  addressed 
herself  thus — 

"  What  has  my  life  been  but  a  shadow  of 
deceit  ?  I  Lave  longed  to  meet  a  polished 
Englishman,  because  i  am  grown  tired  of  my 
own  countrvLnen's  flattery  ;  my  ambition  has 
been  to  get  such  a  man  as  Captain  Leslie  into 
my  toils,  to  see  his  cold,  proud  spirit  day  after 
daj^  thawing  ;  such  a  one's  affections  would  be 
worth  possessipg.  He  is  not  wholly  insensible 
to  n^.y  attractions,  or  why  that  blush  !  and 
why  try  to  conceal  it?  If  he  is  a  man,  he 
caimot  be  proof  against  woman's  charms," 
looking  mto  the  glass,  '^  1  know  1  am  beautiful, 
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though  some  think  Ada  more  beautiful ; 
but  he  shall  not  treat  my  advances  v/ith 
scornful  impunity  ;  no,  though  I  do  not  care 
for  him  now,  it  shall  be  the  future  ambition 
of  my  life  to  let  him  feel  my  power ;  I  will 
pique  his  proud  heart  by  drawing  it  on  the 
one  day  and  treating  it  coldly  the  next.  Yes  ! 
I  will  make  it  my  sole  labour  to  bend  that 
stiif  oak  until  it  becomes  pliant  as  a  young 
saplin  !" 

Thus  did  the  flirt  go  on,  ashamed  to  confess 
to  her  ovvn  heart  its  true  feelings.  No  words 
could  express  her  mortification,  on  imagining 
herself  slighted  by  the  very  man  for  whose 
happiness  she  would  gladly  have  mad©  any 
sacrifice. 
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CHAPTEE  XIII, 


It  was  morning  when  Sister  Agnes,  whose  face 
told  of  a  night's  anxious  watching,  sat  by  the 
mountnin-path  side,  resting  herself,  ere  she 
proceeded  on  to  a  gig  which  awaited  her 
arrival  a  little  lower  down. 

The  air  was  so  still,  that  every  gorse-covered 
bank,  hill  and  tree,  stood  mirrored  out  on  the 
lake  beneath,  whose  tranquil  waters  threw 
upon  it  a  mellow  hue  of  its  own  and  added  a 
new  charm,  even  as  memory,  by  casting  a 
tender  shade  of  sadness  over  the  scenes  it 
recalls,  gives  them  a  d(  eper,  a  more  touching 
interest. 

The  nun's  thoughts  were  with  past  scenes, 
and  as  she  reflected  on  them  their  shadow 
threw  a  mournful  shade  over  her  delicate  fea- 
tures, rendering  them  touchingly  expressive. 

Charley  waved  her  on,  for  he  dared  not  leave 
the   horse.     Together   they   entered   the   gig, 


TALBOT   HALL.  191 

and  proceeded  in  silence,  for  the  pass  was  too 
dangerous  to  admit  of  conversation. 

So  much  had  her  nerves  been  weakened  by 
her  severe  trials,  that  she  trembled  and  clung 
to  Charley,  every  time  the  horse  made  the 
slightest  trip.  At  last  they  reached  Talbot 
Hall,  nearing  it  b}^  all  the  most  unfrequented 
roads. 

^'  Mr.  Butterworth !"  ejaculated  the  nun, 
addressing  old  Greig,  who  with  a  face  of  mys- 
tery opened  the  hall  door. 

**  Yes,  holy  lady,  he  is  here,  up  with  the 
old  gentleman ;  it's  we  that  have  the  house  of 
sorrow." 

*'And  the  ladies?" 

''  Lord  be  praised,  glory  be  to  His  holy  name, 
the  young  mistress  is  doing  fine  ;  them  fairy 
lights  !  no  living  mortal  can  tell  the  mischief 
they  have  done  in  the  one  blessed  night." 

"  And  Miss  Gordon  ?" 

*^  It's  herself  that  is  the  noble  lady ;  my 
heart  warmed  to  her,  the  way  she  nursed  the 
young  mistress,  all  as  one  as  if  she  was  her 
own  child,  the  sorrow  a  soul  she  would  let  lay 
finger  on  her,  barring  the  old  Master  and 
Mistress  hugging  and  screaming  over  their 
daughter  like  mad.  Only  for  the  one  thing," 
he  paused  as  if  his  feelings  had  been  hurt,  and 
colouring,  resumed  afresh,  but  without  being 
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able  to  come  to  the  point  at  once,  '^  the  police 
carried  Mr.  Tom  home  ;  well  they  \vere  there 
in  time — but  that — that,  only  for  I  was  trying 
to  hold  the  Master  back,  he  was  taking  on  so 
to  see  the  child  he  was  so  proud  of  brought 
like  for  dead  to  his  arms.     Yes,  only  for  that, 
I  would  have  knocked  the  fellow  down  there 
and  then — the  presumption  of  him  for  a  Manx 
sailor  to  go  dare  kiss  her  cold  cheek,  when  he 
knew  in  his  heart  that  she  could  not  spit  in  his 
face  for  that  same  piece  of  impudence ;  oh,  it 
makes    me   mad    to   think   the   way — no    use 
telling  me  that  priests  can  see  more  than  other 
men,   or,  but — well,  for  all,  he  was  a  brave, 
able  man,  for  not  a  policeman  he  would   let 
help  him ;  no,   the  devil  a  one  (saving  your 
presence,)  though  they  tell   iwe  he  was  ready 
to  diop  himself,  only  Ibr  his — if  he  had  been  a 
born  savage,   he  could  not  have  done  a  more 
treacherous  thing  than  to  take  a  dirty  advan- 
tage of  a  young  lady  when  she  was  all  but 
dead — but  it's  the  romancing  of  her  ever  since 
that's  the  wonder !     As  I  hope  to  be  saved, 
if  she  was  not  asking  me  no  end  of  questions 
this  morning  about  the  rascal ;  but  1  settled 
the  point  in  a  whack  ;    maybe  I  didn't  tell  her 
that  he  squinted  like  a  born  natural,  and  that 
his  mouth  was  as  big  and  as  ugly  as  the  askin 
hole  ;  that's  what  made  her  start  in  earnest ; 
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by  my  soul,  I  had  most  a  mind  to  mortify  her 
by  telling  the  way  he  kissed  her  face,  to  check 
her  for  romaucing  and  interesting  herself  about 
an  interloping  vagabond  that  is  not  fit  to  kiss 
the  ground  she  walks  on  ;  bad  cess  to  him  I  as 
if  there  was  not  plenty  of  real  gentlemen  in 
the  country  to  save  her  life,  v/ithout  him,  the 
Turk !  bringing  a  stain  on  the  like  of  our 
name,  by  such  conduct  ;  as  if  we  sprung  up 
yesterday,  like  a  mushroom  out  of  nothing — 
well  for  him  poor  Mr.  Hervey  was  cold  and 
murdered,  or  if  he  had  seen — -l  go  bail,  I  saw 
him  pick  up  the  very  thing  she  is  so  uneasy 
about,  listen — " 

Sister  Agnes  had  glided  away.  The  moment 
she  disappeared  Greig  drew  a  long  breath,  and 
as  it  escaped,  all  his  smothered  anger,  and  hurt 
pride,  burst  forth  in — • 

*^  Dang  him  for  a  Manx  native." 

"When  Miss  Gordon  heard  the  nun  was  below, 
she  tried  to  keep  down  her  agitation,  and  meet 
her  calmly ;  but  feeling  that  it  was  becoming 
visible,  she  rose  slowly  from  Captain  Eodney's 
bed-side,  and  when,  on  gaining  the  landing, 
she  saw  Sister  Agnes  ascending,  Ada  flew  down 
the  steps,  and  folding  her  in  her  arms,  pressed 
her  affectionately  to  her  bosom. 

The  nun  whispered — 

VOL.    III.  K 


194  TALBOT   HALL. 

*'  Thougli  very  delicate,  I  can  meet  you  now 
without  feeling  shame,"  she  leant  on  Ada's  arm, 
and  raised  her  head  more  proudly  than  Miss 
Gordon  had  ever  seen  her  do  before.  They 
were  joined  by  Lucy,  who,  still  feeble  and 
hardly  able  to  walk,  had  followed  her  com- 
panion and  now  threw  herself  into  the  nun's 
arms,  saying — 

"  Promise  not  to  leave  us  again." 

"•  The  gentle  woman,  nearly  overcome,  whis- 
pered— 

^'  How  is  Captain  Eodney  ?" 

Both  girls  shook  their  heads  ;  Ada  led  the 
nun  into  the  sick-room,  where  those  'of  her 
order  were  always  the  most  welcome  guests. 
Lydia  was  sitting  by  her  father,  on  the  bed- 
side, and  close  to  her  was  Mr.  Butterworth. 

The  old  man  was  talking  in  a  strain  of  softest, 
simplicity  ;  one  moment  he  would  fancy  him- 
self a  boy  ;  the  next  instant  his  thouglits  would 
wander  back  to  more  childish  days,  when  he 
would  repeat  the  little  scraps  of  poetry  he  had 
learnt  on  a  mother's  knees ;  he  seemed  very 
happy. 

"  1  will  say  my  prayers,  and  go  to  sleep." 
He  would  then  hold  his  daughter's  hands  like  a 
child,  and  repeat  the  Lord's  prayer;  after  which 
he  raised  his  sightless  eyes,  and  asked  a  bless- 
ing from  his  mother  ;  but  Lydia's  name  he  never 
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breathed — save  within  his  heart.  Soon  he 
seemed  to  doze  ;  they  coukl  not  tell  whether  he 
murmured  in  dreams,  or  whether  they  heard 
his  wakin;};  thouglits — 

*'  Mother,  I  am  coming  ! — why  did  she  not 
come  with  you  to  take  me  away  ?'^ 

The  veteran  opened  his  lids — raised  himself 
a  little — passed  his  hand  over  his  daughter's 
face — and,  with  a  quiet  smile,  lay  down  again. 

For  many  minutes  he  remained  perfectly 
still ;  they  thought,  by  the  earnestness  of  his 
countenance,  and  the  movement  of  the  lip,  that 
he  was  praying.  At  last  he  said,  in  a  feeble 
voice — 

''I  am  better,  mother  dear ;  don't  cry  for 
me,  I  feel  your  tears  dropping  on  my  face  !" 

"Father  dear,"  whispered  Lydia,  "are  you 
in  paiia  ?" 

*'  I  want  to  say  good-bye  before  I  go ;  when 
I  am  in  heaven,  I  can  tell  you  all  I  feel,"  he 
placed  his  hand  on  his  heart — "  It  is  here  ; 
they  do  not  understand  my  illness  in  this 
v/orld  ;"  and  with  a  sigh,  such  as  an  infant  un- 
consciously breathes,  he  turned  gently  away. 

There  was  another  pause,  durmg  which  the 
nun,  and  the  three  girls,  vv'atched  his  features ; 
a  waning  smile  flitted  over  them,  as  if  the 
shadow   of  childhood  had,  in  passing,  lingered 
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to  play  with,  and  cheer,  the  old  man's  imagina- 
tion. 

^^  How  very  beautiful,"  he  resumed  ;  "  shall 
I  get  wings  to  fly  there  ?  Let  me  go ;  why  do 
you  hold  my  hand  ?"  gently  trying  to  extricate 
his  fingers,  he  added — ^'  The  Saviour  is  beckon- 
ing— put  oa  my  new  dress—  brush  my  hair  ! 
Oh  !  they  are  all  so  heavenly — so  pure  !  One  of 
them — hush — it  is  she  and  little  Eidelle.  Am 
1  good  enough  to  go  there  ?"  He  was  silent 
again  ;  and,  after  dozing  a  few  minutes,  a  slight 
twitching  passed  over  the  features,  when  he 
opened  his  lids,  and  murmured — '*  Mother,  kiss 
your  soldier  boy." 

The  three  girls  stooped,  and  so  did  the 
Sister  of  Charity. 

^'  Mother,  you  are  sn:iolhering  me  ;  there,  I 
know  you  love  me  !" 

'^  He  does  not  know  his  own  Lydia,"  sighed 
his  daughter,  laying  her  head  on  his  breast. 

The  name  made  him  start ;  even  in  these, 
his  wandering  moments,  it  recalled  sweet 
recollections — it  had  been  his  wife's,  his  idolized 
child's — still,  he  refrained  from  uttering  it — 
although  it  v/as  on  his  lip.  Who  can  tell  but 
that  name  was  as  a  hidden  treasure  in  the  old 
man's  heart  ?  and  of  such  value  that  he  dared 
not  even  whisper  its  possession,  lest  it  might  be 
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stolen  from  him  while  he  slept.  Or,  might  not 
Heaven,  knowing  his  secrets,  have  led  his  wan- 
deriDg  mind  to  gaze  on  some  pure  angel  of  its 
own  creation  ?  for,  at  that  moment,  he  said — 

"Mother,  don't  ask  me  to  stay;  see,  she  is 
getting  impatient ;  look  at  her  beautiful  face  ! 
I  will  tell  her  to  come  and  comfort  you  when  I 
am  gone.  I  am  very  happy ;  what  does  the 
Bible  say  ? — ^  Come  unto  me  all  you  that — ' 
Oh  !  read  it  for  me,  mother  dear  !" 

Mr.  Butterworth  opened  the  holy  book,  but 
his  lip  moved  so  tremulously,  that  Lydia, 
pointing  to  her  father,  who  dozed  again,  signed 
him  not  to  read  aloud. 

At  this  moment,  the  door  opened  softly,  and 
Mr.  Talbot  entered  the  room  on  tip-toe.  He 
pressed  the  nun's  hand  feelinglj^,  and  grasping 
Mr.  Butterworth' s,  looked  anxiously  into  the 
old  man's  face,  then  whispered — 

"He  is  getting  weaker— there  is  a  great 
change  since  last  night — I  fear  my  poor  wife's 
cries,  and  the  unusual  noises,  alarmed  him ; 
what  does  the  doctor  say  ?" 

Lydia  did  not  dare  reply  lest  a  sob  might 
burst  forth  and  disturb  her  loved  parent. 

"Has  he  any  hope?"  resumed  the  same 
speaker. 

Ada  shook  her  head. 
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"Did   he   seem   aware     of   his   end    beins: 


o 


near  ?" 

Sister  Agnes  bowed  in  the  affirmative, 

"  Has  he  been  wandering  ?'' 

Lucy  pointed  to  Heaven. 

Does  he  complain  of  pain?'' 

Lydia  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart. 

'^  Do  you  hope  ?" 

Mr.  Butterworth  bowed  his  head  in  resig- 
nation. 

Low  as  had  been  Mr.  Talbot's  whispered 
questions,  the  old  man  stirred,  awakened,  and 
then  said — 

"Hush,  she  is  going  to  pray — kneel 
down,  love — give  me  your  little  hands — now, 
sweet  one — Our  Father,  which — go  on — 
go  on,  my  precious  one — there,  don't  look 
round  the  room — let  your  thoughts  be  on 
Heaven."  After  a  long  pause,  during  which 
he  seemed  to  be  listening  attentively,  he  said 
— "You  are  my  own  good  girl — kiss  me, 
love." 

His  daughter  lay  on  his  bosom — her  lips 
were  on  the  old  man's — her  tears  fell  fast. 

"  There."  he  resumed,  "  you  must  not  cry — 
that  will  do — go  to  bed — good  night,  darling." 

A  long  stillness  ensued,  which  the  old  man 
again  broke,  in  a  feebler  voice— 
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"  Every  one  forsakes  rae,  in  my  last  mo- 
ments, even  Fidelle." 

The  tiny  spaniel,  hearing  its  name,  raised 
itself  on  its  hind  legs ;  and  fixing  its  large, 
watery  eyes  on  the  veteran's  face,  uttered  a 
low  whine,  which  its  master  did  not  hear,  and 
went  on — 

"  Ah,  it  is  time  for  me  to  go,  when  even 
Charley  has  forgotten  me." 

^'  He  has  not  forgotten  you,"  said  a  soft 
voice  ;  and  the  next  instant  the  boy-guide  held 
the  old  man's  hand. 

It  was  strange  to  see  the  feeble  invalid  draw 
Charley  to  his  breast,  and,  after  pressing  him 
with  his  remaining  strength,  kiss  the  little 
fellow's  face,  seeming  to  recollect  him,  whilst 
he  knew  not  his  own  daughter. 

'^  Do  you  know,"  said  the  officer,  ''  why  I 
loved  you  on  the  steamer,  at  the  hotel,  at  the 
coach  ?"  he  paused,  and,  after  a  long  breath, 
resumed — ''because  you  were  so  kind  to 
her—" 

He  checked  himself  as  if  reason  had  returned 
to  light  him  on  his  long  journey. 

The  glimpse  of  reason  vanished  again,  as  he 
said — 

''Mother,  don't  lean  so  heavily  on  me;" 
then  he  murmured,  uneasily — "  Charley,  who 
is  by  my  bed-side  ?" 
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^^  Your  o^n  child — your  own  dear  danghtcr; 
father,  let  me  raise  your  bead." 

A  smile  of  incredulity  played  on  his  poor 
white  face,  and  tears  trickled  down  his  wan 
cheek.  Ee  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  and  tried 
to  speak — his  lips  moved — and,  as  if  he  would 
say — ^^  I  am  whispering  to  you  here,  in  my 
heart,'^  he  laid  Lydia's  1  and  on  his  breast,  then 
lay  still. 

Ada  led  Lucy  away  to  the  window;  Mr. 
Talbot  and  the  nun  retired  to  a  recess. 

The  old  man,  after  dozing  for  full  h\e 
minutes,  roused  again,  and  tried  to  raise  him- 
self on  his  single  arm.  When  Mr.  Butter- 
worth  assisted  him,  the  light  returned  to  his 
face,  and  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  seemed  to 
have  gained  strength,  whilst  the  hectic  on  his 
cheek  made  all  hope — 

*^  Charley,  come  to  my  side — I  love  you,  be- 
cause you  told  me  you  loved  ray  daughter." 

The  boy's  face  became  scarlet ;  and  Lydia, 
for  the  first  time,  felt  that  the  little  fellow  had 
loved  her  truly,  but  she  did  not  move. 

The  veteran  drew  from  his  breast  a 
shrivelled  pocket-book,  which  bad  been  secured 
by  a  tape  from  his  neck,  and  which  even  his 
daughter  had  never  looked  into,  thinking  it 
contained  some  sacred  secret. 

'^  Open  it,"  articulated  the  blind  officer. 
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Every  eye  was  turned  on  the  boy,  who 
obeyed;  and,  theie,  among  the  worn  leaves, 
were  twenty  fifty-pound  notes ;  they  had 
escaped  in  all  the  old  man's  child-like  wan- 
derings. 

*^  Are  they  safe  ?"  he  asked. 

*^  Yes,"  replied  Charley. 

*^  Then,  if  ever  you  meet  my  Lydia,  give 
them  to  her,  and  tell  her — but  what  is  your 
other  name  ?'' 

^^  Gale  !"  replied  the  boy,  proudly,  and  the 
colour  mounting  to  his  face. 

The  veteran  tried  to  spouk  ;  his  dark  eyes 
were  fixed  on  his  daughter ;  he  seemed  to  see 
her  ;  his  single  arm  wandered  to  her  neck,  then 
over  her  face,  and  at  last  rested  on  her  head ; 
]\e  was  blessing  her  in  his  heart. 

^'And   bless  him  too,''  whispered  the   boy 
leading  the  feeble  hand   to   Mr.  Eutler worth, 
who  knelt  at  the  bedside,   his  face  buried  in 
the  Bible. 

No  one  could  hear  the  low  murmur;  the 
next  moment  he  wound  his  arm  around  his 
daughter,  and  clung  to  her  as  to  some  loved 
object  be  sought  to  take  with  hi  in  to  Heaven. 

He  returned  his  child's  kisses,  and  with  a 
smile  lighting  his  departing  spirit,  it  floated 
av/ay  on  a  struam  of  bright  tears. 

From  that  moment  his  head  drooped,  and 
K  5 
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though  every  second  afterwards  it  became  hea- 
vier and  heavier,  his  daughter  would  not 
believe  the  soul  had  fled. 

Thus  pressing  the  empty  cage  to  her  bosom, 
from  whence  the  loved  spirit  bird  had  flown, 
Lydia  wept  aloud. 
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CHAPTEE  XVI. 


Three  days  after  Captain  Eodiiey  had  been 
buriedj  Emma  Dawson  was  at  the  grave, 
strewing  it  with  flowers.  Lucy  had  told  her 
that  Leslie  was  going,  on  this  morning,  with 
Mr.  Butter  worth,  to  order  a  tasteful  tomb- 
stone to  be  erected  over  the  old  officer. 

Emma  was  leaning  thoughtfidly  against  a 
head  slab,  her  cheek  pale,  her  eye  mournful, 
yet  restlessly  wandering  to  fhe  different  paths 
that  led  into  the  church-yard.  At  last  she 
moved  towards  a  stile  which  commanded  a  view 
of  the  high  road.  An  old  man  was  sitting  by 
the  wayside ;  he  seemed  to  be  waiting  for 
some  one ;  but  when  he  saw  Miss  Dawson 
looking  at  him,  he  leant  on  his  staff  to  regain 
his  feet ;  stroking  his  long,  white  beard,  of 
which  he  seemed  proud,  he  bowed,  and  .asked 
her  if  she  would  have  her  fortune  told. 
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Emma  looked  at  the  gipsy,  who,  holding  out 
his  hand,  said — 

^*  You  must  first  cross  my  palm  with  silver." 

'^  What  can  you  know  ahout  me  or 
my  fortune,  old  dolt  ?"  she  asked,  accom- 
panying the  inquiry  with  an  interrogatory 
glance. 

"•  More,  lady,  than  you  fancy." 

She  drew  herself  up  a  little,  smiled  on  the 
gipsy,  and  giving  him  half  a-crown,  pretended 
to  walk  away,  now  hurrying  on,  now  pausing. 
There  v/as  a  coquetishness  in  her  movements 
which  told  she  wished  to  be  followed,  and  he 
hobbled  after  her. 

'^  Well,  gipsy,"  she  said,  "  what  do  you  seek 
of  me  now^  ?" 

'^  To  read  your  palm." 

"  My  palm — nonsense  !  it  is  like  every  one 
else's.  * 

*'Eut,  lady,  its  pulse  beats  not  the  same  for 
every  one ;  its  throb  is  only  the  heart's  pen- 
dulum, regulated  by  your  feeliiigs,  as  a  tiroe- 
pieee  is  acted  on  by  its  machincrv.  You 
love  !" 

'^Love!  what  nonsense  you  talk;  there  is 
no  such  thing  now-a-days;  the  period  of  chi- 
valry has  passed  away ;  we  are  living  in  a 
more  enlightened  age." 
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^'  Let  me  feel  your  pulse." 

Emma  hesitated,  tried  to  read  the  fortune- 
teller's thoughts,  then  said  with  a  coquetish 
smile — 

*^  There  is  no  fear  of  falling  in  love  with  an 
old  man  like  you,  or  I  ought  to  consider  well 
before  entrusting  my  wrist  to  your  brown 
fingers." 

**  Its  pulsation  is  equal  and  regular  now  as 
that  of  a  time-piece." 

*' Well,  what  of  that?" 

'*  Only,  lady,  that  I  want  to  see  if  it  varies 
when  1  tell  you  of  him  that  you  love,  and  who 
loves  you." 

The  colour  came  slightly  to  her  cheek,  and 
the  pulse  did  vary  a  little  as  she  said — 

*'  I  suppose  the  villagers  have  told  you  that 
the  chief  of  the  police  likes  my  society  ?" 

^'  What  if  1  tell  you  that  this  small  blue 
vein  which  crosses  the  ^yrist,  indicates  a  lover 
over  whom  there  hangs  a  cloud — a  cloud 
which  prevents  him  confessing  his  love,  and 
forces  him  to  keep  it  a  secret  within  his  own 
heart." 

**  i  woiild  answer  that  your  power  of  divining 
is  absurd." 

''  Lady,  your  pulse  beats  hard ;  it  is  speakiug 
volu..  eg." 
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^'  Let  go  my  hand,  old  man  ;  I  do  not  wisli 
it  to  bear  the  finger  marks  of  a  gipsy  wanderer.'' 
She  tried  to  laugh. 

The  fortune-teller  smiled,  and  stroking  his 
beard,  said  that  it  had  neither  grown  nor 
blanched  in  a  few  years,  adding — 

''  The  young  laugh  at  the  aged  ;  but,  mark 
well  my  words — you  are  more  deeply  attached 
than  you  yourself  are  aware." 

Emma  bit  her  lip  and  frowned  on  the  gipsy, 
then  smiling,  said — 

^'  I  will  not  lose  my  temper;  I  brought  this 
on  myself  by  listening  to  your  nonsense,  and 
though  I  laugh  at  your  guesses,  have  no  right 
to  upbraid  you  ;  let  us  part  friend?.  Here  is  a 
sovereign." 

"  Gold  I  That  and  the  deep  colour  which 
is  mantling  your  cheek,  tells  me  I  am  not 
wrong  ;  lady,  he  loves  you ;  stay — here  he 
comes ;  look  at  his  thoughtful  expression ;  he 
notes  us  not ;  mark  his  face  when  first  he  sees 
you." 

Emma  became  confused — crimson,  then  pale. 
She  could  not  believe  that  Captain  Leslie  was 
not  acting  his  part  as  she  had  so  often  done, 
but  too  proud  to  move,  as  he  came  close  to 
them,  she  drew  herself  up  and  watched  his 
features.     He  started,  and  would  have  passed 
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dn,  had  not  the  old  man,  intercepting  him, 
said,  in  his  soft,  lisping  voice  of  foreign 
accent — 

"  Noble  gentleman,  would  you  hear  your 
fortune  told  ?" 

"No,"  replied  Leslie,  mournfully,  "it  is 
bitter  enough  without  having  its  dregs  stirred 
up  by  your  idle  guesses,  which  may  wound 
deepest  when  you  least  suspect." 

Emma  tried  in  vain  to  catch  Leslie's  eye. 
Had  he  looked  on  her,  he  would  have  pitied  the 
girl ;  her  beautiful  features  were  sorrowful  as 
his  own.  He  raised  his  hat,  and  bending  low, 
moved  past. 

Emma  whispered  to  the  old  man — 

"  You  know  little  of  his  nature ;  there  is 
neither  forgiveness  nor  love  in  his  heart ;  and 
you  are  equally  astray  in  your  guesses  about 
myself." 

The  gipsy  smiled  incredulously ;  and  Emma, 
annoyed  that  her  provoke  had  not  nettled 
and  made  him  speak  out  more  plainly,  pre- 
tended to  treat  his  knowledge  with  ridicule, 
saying— 

"  I  cannot  help  laughing." 

"Lady,  your  laugh  comes  not  from  the 
heart ;  it  is  not  natural." 

"How  know  you  ?  what  makes  you  think 
thus,  old  man  ?" 
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**When  the  smile  is  natural,  it  comes 
from  the  heart  and,  stirred  by  the  breath 
of  happiness,  plays  on  the  face,  as  bright 
waters  dance  in  the  sun's  rays,  wlaen  rippled 
by  playful  airs;  but  when  it  is  strained,  it 
travels  over  the  features,  disturbing  them,  as 
the  waters  of  a  stream  are  roughened  by  being 
forced  over  a  bed  of  stones." 

Piqued  that  her  character  was  seen  through, 
with  a  curl  of  her  lip  she  moved  avv'ay,  look- 
iug  angrily  on  the  gipsy,  who  continued  to 
smile. 

When  Emma  i cached  Talbot  Hall,  though 
Ada  and  Lucy  saw  by  her  manner  that  she 
wished  to  contide  something,  they  left  the  re- 
vealment  to  her  own  pleasure  and  discretion. 

^^  I  am  thinking,"  said  she,  at  last,  "of  a 
handsome  old  gipsy  man,  who  told  me  some 
things  which  were  very  true  ;  but  how  he  could 
have  found  them  out  puzzles  me." 

*^  Love  secrets  ?"  asked  Lucy. 

"  Different  circumstances,"  replied  Emma,  a 
little  confused. 

Ada,  smiling  at  Miss  Dawson's  credulity, 
the  latter  remarked,  piquedly,  that  slie  held 
fortune-telling  in  as  little  repute  as  Miss  Gor- 
don ;  but  when  a  man  could  r.ot  only  define  her 
thoughts,  but  tell  her  of  events  she  believed  un- 
known to  any  but  herself,  she  did  not  see  why 
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one  should  feel  ashamed  to  say  that  he  was  an 
extraordinary  man. 

Scarce  had  she  finished  speaking,  when  Ada, 
curling  her  lip  almost  scornfully,  said,  that  such 
a  person  as  Miss  Dawson  described,  was  talking 
to  the  servants,  under  shelter  of  a  clump  of 
scotch  firs,  to  which  she  pointed. 

Lucy,  slipping  away  unnoticed,  went  into 
the  servants'  hail,  where  the  old  butler  was 
sitting  with  his  elbows  on  the  table  and  his 
head  bowed  forward  between  both  palms,  in 
deep  meditation.  She  touched  him  liglitly,  and 
asked  if  he  had  seen  the  gipsy  ? 

*'By  all  that  is  good,"replied  Dempsey,  "it's 
him  that  is  the  wonder  of  the  world,  praise  be 
to  his  learning ;  but  he  read  my  thoughts  in 
the  palm  of  my  hand,  all  as  one  as  if  it  was 
written  in  a  book ;  and,  only  for  I  begged  him 
in  mercy  not,  he  was  going  to  tell  all  out  loud 
— no  matter  what ;  but  he  was  within  a  hair's 
turn  of  making  a  holy  show  of  me  before  the 
girls  and  boys,  by  my  soul,  only  I  gripped  him 
by  the  beard — only  think,  how  he  knew  that  I 
was  going  to  be  married  to — " 

Lucy,  seeing  that  he  paused,  asked  to  whom? 
but  the  old  attendant,  recovering  himself, 
resumed — 

"  Sure  I  was  not  speaking  about  marrying; 
only  think  of  his  inventions.      But  that  was 
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nothing  to  what  he  told  Mrs.  Potts  ;  didn't  he 
tell  her,  with  his  own  two  lips,  that  she  would 
be  a  widow^,  and  that  Berrigan,  of  the  police, 
would  ask  her  to  be  his  wife  before  another 
year  ?  and  wdth  that  she  called  him  all  the 
blackguards,  (saving  your  presence),  she  could 
lay  tongue  to,  until  she  forced  him  to  give  back 
her  shilling ;  well,  before  two  days,  there  came 
a  letter,  with  a  black  seal,  to  say,  sure  enough, 
her  husband  was  killed  by  them  foreign  nig- 
gers ;  people  say  that  tlie  savage  heathens  eat 
him,  and  made  necklaces  of  his  teeth,  and 
peeled  the  hair  off  his  head  to  make  reticules 
for  their  wives,  because,  (saving  your  presence), 
it's  the  law  among  them  cannibals  to  have  no 
end  of  sweethearts — only  think  of  the  like  of 
them  heathens  loving  !  It's  him,  that  is  the 
wonderful  man,  no  hiding  your  thoughts  from 
him  no  more  than  from  your  father  confessor. 
I  was  clean  upset  about  what  he  whispered 
about  Mrs.  Quigiey — what  am  I  talking  about  ? 
My  head  is  turned  with  the  old  sinner's  charms  ; 
the  schemer,  it's  him  that  could  tell  you  about 
the  thing  you  lost,  and  about  that  Manx  native ; 
bad  scran  to  him  ibr  a  foreign  captain,  if  he  is 
not  about  the  place  half  the  night." 

Lucy  coloured,  and  gliding  along  the  cor- 
ridor, slipped  out  to  the  hall-door.  No  sooner 
did  the  servants  see  their  young  mistress,  than 
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they  signed  to  one  another,  and  ran  away.  She 
examined  the  fortune-teller  ;  he  had  been  tall, 
but  was  now  bent  nearly  double;  his  face  would 
have  been  handsome^  only  for  two  front  teeth 
which  stuck  out  and  gave  to  the  lip  a  strange 
expression ;  his  eyes  were  very  fine,  but  the 
heavy,  grey,  bushy  brows  took  away  from  their 
softness.  He  held  his  broad-rimmed  straw  hat 
in  his  hand,  exposing  his  long  silvery  hair, 
which  fell  on  his  shoulders  and  nearly  covered 
his  olive-  coloured  face.  Over  the  dress  of  his 
wandering  tribe  he  wore  a  large  loose  cloak. 

*'  Lady,''  said  the  old  man,  respectfully, 
"  wouldst  consult  palmistry  ?" 

"  Lucy  !"  exclaimed  Ada,  coming  on  them, 
'^  are  you  so  weak  and  superstitious  as  to  believe 
and  encourage  such  folly  as  fortune-telling  ?" 

^'  L'ldy,"  exclaimed  the  gipsy,  reddening 
through  his  olive  complexion,  and  pointing  his 
finger,  almost  angrily,  at  Ada,  '^  you,  too,  would 
believe,  and  change  colour,  were  I  to  speaks" 

Miss  Gordon  smiled  haughtily,  and,  to  show 
how  little  credit  she  attached  to  his  words,  held 
out  her  hand. 

"It  is  not  fair  to  speak  the  heart's  secrets 
aloud,"  said  the  gipsy. 

"  Speak  on  I"  said  Ada,  colouring  slightly, 
and  half- inclined  to  draw  back  her  hand ;  "  my 
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secrets  must  be  very  superficial  if  you  can 
read  them." 

''  Lady,  you  love  !" 

*^  It  is  easy  to  speak  thus  to  any  of  my  sex  ; 
and,  although  the  heart  may  ripen  at  a  much 
earlier  age  in  your  sunny  climes,  there  are  few 
girls,  even  in  these  cold  countries,  who  have  not 
formed  some  attachment  before  nineteen  sum- 
mers have  passed  over  them ;  you  are,  therefore, 
generally  safe  in  making  this  your  starting 
divination." 

The  old  man  signed  Lucy  to  withdraw  out 
of  hearing ;  and,  after  examining  Ada's  palm, 
whispered — 

**  He,  whom  you  love,  is  changeable  in  his 
temperament  as  the  atmosphere  of  the  country 
in  which  ^^ou  dwell ;  his  attachment  alone  is 
unalterable ;  but  you  share  it  with  one  who  is 
no  more." 

'^  Old  man  !  you  have  been  tampering  with, 
and  gaining  information  from  the  servants,  and 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  such  practices  !" 

'*Am  I  then  so  like  a  menial/'  said  the 
gipsy,  colouring,  "  that,  because  I  have  told 
them  their  fortunes,  you  look  on  me  as  a  low 
sifting  plebeian  ?" 

He  cast  down  his  eyes,  and  seemed  buried 
iu  thought;    taking  Ada's   hand  afresh,    and 
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tracing  tlie  palm  with  his  brown  finger,  which 
seemed  to  shake  from  indignation,  he  said — 

^' There  are  crosses  before  you — life  cannot 
be  without  them." 

*' There  again,  you  use  the  safe  prophesies  of 
your  cautious  tribe." 

"  He  whom  you  love  is  a  noble  man  ;  but 
his  mind  is  played  on  by  each  event  in  life — as 
the  quicksilver  is  acted  on  by  the  weather." 

^'Of  whom  speak  you?"  enquired  A-da, 
momentarily  forgetting  herself. 

^^  Ask  your  heart — it  is  proud,  but  it  is 
truthful ;  even  now  its  crimson  blood  is  rising 
to  your  cheek  as  a  witness  to  prove  my 
words." 

Ada  felt  hurt,  that  she  who  had  doubted  the 
fortune-teller's  power  most,  should  be  almost 
humbled  before  him,  and  replied — 

*'  The  blood  often  rises  when  we  are  annoyed 
or  ashamed  of  such  weakness  as  I  am  at  this 
moment  guilty  of;  but  here,"  handing  him 
money,  ''this  is  what  you  seek;  no ^  1  leave 
you,  because  I  look  on  it  as  sinful  to  encourage 
you  to  reveal  a  future  unknown  to  any  save 
Him  who  gave  and  who  takes  av/ay  life." 

*'  Lady,  stay  !  had  you  not  a  brother  ?" 

Ada  started,  and  fixing  her  eyes  on  the 
gipsy,  asked  why  he  spoke  so  earnestly,  then 
replied,  with  a  sigh — 
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^^  Some  ir.ystery  is  attached  to  my  paren- 
tage— my  mother — " 

'^  Was  his  mother,''  interrupted  the  old  man, 
agitatedly. 

"Yv'hat  riddle  is  this?  be  plain,  old  man, 
if  you  know  aught  of  the  mj^stery  attached  to 
me,  unravel  it  honestly — but  seek  not  to  de- 
ceive yourself  into  the  belief  that  I  attach  any 
fciith  to  your  powers  of  revelation ;  there  is  in 
your  mien  and  carriage  something  above  the 
common,  age  may  have  doubled  you,  but  it  has 
not  deprived  you  of  any  of  your  mental  capa- 
cities ;  you  spoke  of  a  brother — say  on.'' 

'^  They  say  that  Mr,  Hervey  died  by  Sir 
Henry  Gale's  hand — it  is  false.  There  was  a 
time  when  you  were  friendly  to  tlie  baronet — 
but  now  you  hate  him,  because  you  discovered 
that  he  had  deceived  a  confiding  heart." 

Ada  scanned  the  gipsy's  features  intently  ; 
he  felt  her  searching  gaze,  and  turned  away, 
saying— 

'•  Lady,  do  you  still  doubt  my  power  ?" 

She  looked  at  him  incredulously,  almost 
scornfully. 

lie  wiiispered  a  few  words,  which  made  her 
start.  Lucy  joining  them  at  this  crisis,  put  an 
eud  to  further  revelations. 

As  Ada  led  her  young  companion  away,  she 
tried  to   avoid  entering  into   any  detailed  an- 
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swers  to  Lucy's  eager  questions  about  the 
fortune-teller  ;  she  even  seemed  sad — her  beau- 
tiful eyes  were  downcast. 

The  old  man  followed  them,  and  taking 
Ada's  hand,  which  she  did  not  seek  to  with- 
draw, knelt  at  her  feet,  saying — 

^^Lady,  you  are  not  angry  with  me?"  then 
rose,  with  the  help  of  his  staif ;  bowing  mourn- 
fully, the  gipsy  turned  away  in  silence ;  but 
Lucy  could  see  that  he  was  deeply  moved. 

When  they  reached  the  hall  steps,  Miss 
Gordon  glided  away  from  Lucy,  who  hung 
back,  and  watched  the  fortune-teller's  move- 
mtnts  attentively.  She  turned  over  in  her 
mind  what  old  Dempsey  had  said  about  the 
gipsy,  and  the  accuracy  of  his  divinations ; 
had  not  Emma,  too,  said  that  he  was  an  extra- 
ordinary man,  and  that  he  had  revealed  to  her 
secrets  which  she  believed  none  knew  but  her- 
self; and  now  Ada  was  gone  to  her  own  room 
to  ponder  over  what  he  had  told  her.  An  un- 
controllable desire  to  hear  of  Hervey's  real 
fate  came  over  Lucy,  who  took  out  her  purse, 
and  placing  halt  a  sovereign  in  her  palm, 
managed,  by  a  short  cut  behind  the  Scotch 
lirs,  to  meet  the  old  man  as  if  accidentally. 

*'  Lacty,"  said  the  gipsy,  nervously,  *'  you 
have  couie  purposely  to  see  me — I  can  tell  the 
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fortune  of  others — but  yours  I  know  not  how 
to  prophesy." 

Lucy  coloured,  her  innocent  face  was  turned 
on  him  with  full  confidence  in  his  magic 
powers ;  casting  down  her  eyes,  she  replied,  in 
a  tremulous  voice — 

'^  Yes ;  but  it  is  not  to  know  my  own  fate 
— it  is  to  enquh'e  for — '' 

She  paused,  ashamed  to  proceed. 

*^  I  know  of  whom  you  would  ask — of  him 
they  say  is  murdered.'' 

How  beautiful  was  the  earnest  loveliness  of 
the  girl's  speaking  face  of  silent  enquiry ;  the 
blood  came  and  went  from  her  cheek  as  it  was 
buoyed  up  by  hope,  or  depressed  by  fear ;  she 
looked  anxiously  on  the  gipsy,  as  if  she  had 
l^laced  her  happiness  at  his  disposal,  and  his 
words  were  to  seal  her  fate. 

The  old  man,  who  seemed  not  to  have  re- 
covered frem  his  interview  with  Miss  Gordon, 
was  deeply  moved  ;  he  approached  Lucy,  with- 
out raising  his  eyes,  knelt  down,  and,  for  a 
few  moments,  appeared  undecided,  then 
taking  her  fingers,  to  which  he  imparted  the 
tremor  of  his  own  hand,  he  bent  his  head,  and 
pressed  his  lips  to  the  white  palm.  She  drew 
back  uneasily. 

"  Lady,"  said  the  gipsy,  in  a  very  low  voice, 
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"  be  not  afraid  or  offended — were  I  young  as 
he  who  loved  j^ou,  then  might  your  modesty 
take  alarm,  and  timidity  cause  you  to  treat 
me  coldly — it  was  thus  you  starred  back  from 
Sir  Henry  Gale." 

"'  Sir  Henry  Gale  !"  repeated  Lucy,  drawing 
herself  up,  and  looking  on  the  fortune-teller ; 
*'he  once  forgot  himself;  and  if  ever  I  spoke 
to  him  again,  it  was  because  he  knew  some  of 
my  secrets — because — " 

"Because,"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  ear- 
nestly, "  you  loved  him  without  knowing  it — 
am  I  not  right  ?" 

"  When  you  told  me  that  you  could  not  pro- 
phesy my  fortune,  you  spoke  truly — you  do  not 
even  surmise  the  thoughts  of  my  heart — your 
knowledge  is  quite  astray,  it  is  all  guess." 

"Kot  so,"  said  the  gipsy,  becoming  more 
earnest;  ''did  I  not  tell  you  that  he,  not  the 
baronet,  loved  you  ?" 

''  How  know  you  ?"  asked  Lucy,  inno^ 
cently. 

The  old  man  became  again  buried  in  one  of 
his  deep  reflective  moods.  After  a  pause, 
which  was  getting  extremely  awkward,  for 
Lucy  had  withdrawn  her  fingers  from  the  gipsy, 
who  seemed  to  press  them  as  if  his  thoughts 
were  making  him  unsconscious  of  the  act,  he 
asked — ■ 
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"  Did  you  lose  any  object  on  the  night  you 
escaped  from  the  nunnery  ?" 

Lucy  coloured  more  than  ever ;  smiling,  she 
replied,  with  modest  confusion,  and  an  innocent 
attempt  at  misleading  the  gipsy — 

"  Yes,  I  lost  my  way." 

'^  Then  must  I  have  mistaken  some  one 
else's  star  for  yours,  that  is  all,  lady.'' 

Lucy  became  very  thoughtful,  she  glanced 
at  his  face,  then  anxiously  followed  his  finger 
as  it  traced  a  variety  of  figures  on  the  ground, 
among  them  were  the  words  "  love  token," 
after  which,  the  gipsy  repeated,  rather 
piquedly — 

*'  So,  you  only  lost  your  way  !" 

''  I — I — a  small — it  dropped  from  my — can 
you  tell  me,  here  is  gold — can  you  get  it  for 
me  again,  it  is  useless  to  any  one  else." 

^^  How  came  you  by  it,  lady — answer  me  this 
one  question  ?" 

"  Old  man,  take  the  gold." 

The  gipsy  held  out  his  hand,  and  as  he 
pressed  the  coin  to  his  lips,  she  said — 

''  If  it  is  not  pure,  I  will  give  you  more." 

^^  Lady,  I  will  prize  it  for  your  sake,  and  if 
my  life  is  spared,  at  some  future  period,  I  will 
show  you  that  the  fortune-teller  has  kept  your 
souvenir,   see,"  placing  the  coin  between  his 


TALBOT   HALL.  219 

teeth,  whicli  age  had  not  impaired,  ^^  tliere  is  a 
mark  you  will  remember." 

''  But  about  the—" 

*^  "Would  you  wish  to  regain  the  small — " 

*' Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  she,  hastily. 

^^  Then  answer  me  how  you  came  by  it  ?" 

"  No,  impossible,  if  I  can  only  get  it  back 
on  these  terms,  it  shall  never  be  mine." 

Lucy's  determination  surprised  the  old  man, 
who  had  not  anticipated,  judging  by  her  ex- 
treme gentleness,  that  she  could  have  acted  so 
decisively ;  he  looked  confused,  then  drew  out 
a  small  parcel  from  his  breast.  Through  the 
folds  of  silver  paper,  you  could  discern  that  it 
contained  a  lock  of  hair. 

Her  eyes  sparkling  with  pleasure,  she  took 
out  her  purse  ;  and  pressing  the  old  man's  arm, 
begged  him  to  pardon  her  for  answering  so 
rudely ;  insisting  on  his  taking  her  gift,  she 
almost  snatched  the  silver  paper  from  his 
fingers. 

The  fortune-teller  tried  to  detain  her  by 
catching  at  her  dress,  but  she  was  so  eager  to 
escape,  that  unless  he  had  used  force,  he  could 
not  have  induced  her  to  stay  another  moment. 

He  picked  up  the  purse,  examined  it,  and 

there,  folded  with  care,  in  one  end  of  it,  was 

the  hurried  scrawl  Hervey  had  written  on  the 

night  he  saw  Lucy  with  Gale,  in  the  window, 
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at  Colonel  Dawson's.  The  old  man  was  too 
honourable  to  open  it ;  he  stood,  doubting  how 
to  act  ;  after  counting  three  sovereigns,  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  follow  her.  Before  he 
had  taken  two  steps,  she  paused  suddenly  on 
the  gravel  drive,  and  with  her  face  covered 
with  blushes,  for  she  had  just  remembered  the 
note,  which,  in  the  joy  of  getting  back  the 
more  valued  treasure,  she  had  forgotten.  But 
how  return  to  the  gipsy  ?  She  must  ask  him 
for  her  purse,  if  only  for  a  moment.  Suppose 
he  should  refuse ! 

When  he  noticed  her  irresolute  step,  as  she 
turned  back  to  meet  him,  guessing  the  cause 
of  her  return,  he  immediately  advanced  towards 
the  confused  girl,  who  said,  innocently — 

^^  I  have  no  more  money  now,  but  if  you 
will  give  me  the  purse,  for  one  moment,  I  will 
restore  it  immediately,  and  promise  to  let  you 
have  another  sovereign  on  my  birth-day,  to- 
morrow fortnight.'' 

The  gipsy's  eyes  were  feasting  on  the  girl's 
lovely  features,  but  she  did  not  heed  him,  the 
scrap  of  paper  was  in  her  fingers,  the  purse  lay 
at  his  feet,  and  Lucy  had  fled  like  a  young 
fawn,  who  escapes  from  danger. 
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CHAPTEE  XY. 


A  HUNDEED  tooth  file  has  been  incessantly 
gnawing,  during  the  dark  hours  of  night,  at 
the  iron  bar  of  Nelly's  cell ;  and  now  Dennis 
0' Shane  is  wrenching  it  aside,  and  entering 
the  aperture"  with  the  peep  of  dawn.  He  is 
standing  within  the  prison,  but  it  is  yet  too 
early  to  distinguish  objects.  The  light  is 
gradually  creeping  in,  enough  for  his  practised 
and  hard  straining  eye  to  see. 

Asleep,  her  head  resting  on  her  arm,  Nelly 
dreamt  aloud. 

Dennis  knelt  down  by  her  side,  and  listened. 

'*  O'Shane,"  she  muttered,  ''  say  you  mur- 
dered him,  and  clear  James,  and  I  will  try  to 
like  you." 

The  wildness  in  his  eye  became  less  fierce, 
there  was  even  rough  pity  in  it  as  he  looked 
on  the  girl  in  sullen  silence.  He  touched  her 
arm  and  whispering  her  name,  bade  her  not  be 
frightened. 
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Nelly  started  ;  thinking  that  she  was  still 
dreaming,  she  sat  up  on  the  bed,  and  stretch- 
ing her  hand  to  make  sure,  was  going  to  scream, 
when  0' Shane,  to  prevent  her,  forced  his 
fingers  over  her  mouth  exclaiming — 

"  Hush  for  your  life,  I  am  come  to  tell  you 
how  to  save  James  Young." 

Believing  that  he  only  sought  to  deceive  her, 
she  struggled  to  free  herself,  and  said,  breath- 
lessly— 

'' Dennis,  Dennis,  you  would  murder  him — 
how  did  you  get  in  here  ?" 

*^  Him  that  loves  can  get  through  stone 
walls." 

*^  And  him  that  hates — can — oh,  Denny  ! 
tell  me  the  truth,  have  you  been  in  James's 
cell  ?" 

<'  Why  should  I  go  into  his  cage,  it  could 
not  hold  the  two  of  us,  the  wolf  and  the  cur 
are  not  the  one  breed  ;  I  would  throttle  him  ! 
But  if  you  want  to  save  his  life,  say  I  killed 
Joyle,  the  devil  a  taste  of  differ  it  makes  to 
me  what  people  think,  if  it  serves  you.  But 
when  he  comes  out  and  the  police  is  hunting 
me  like  mad,  you  will  be  ashamed  to  own  to 
being  courted  by  a  cur  that  murdered  the 
Agent,  when  he  was  asleep,  without  the  cou- 
rage itself  to  defend  you,  leave  alone  being 
such  an  amadawn  as  to  go  let  himself  be  took 
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— its  no  use  your  getting  in  a  rage,  and  giving 
me  the  lie,  and  speaking  up  for  him,  hush 
your  talk  ;  If  he  did  not  murder  Doyle,  I 
know  who  did.   Me  ?     No,  not  me  !'' 

^^  Denny,  say  it  was  not  James,  swear  he  did 
not,  and  I  will  try  to  think  well  of  you  for  all 
the  harm  you  have  tried  to  do  me,  and  the 
bad  name  you  have  brought  on  my  poor 
father.'^ 

O'Shane's  loud  laugh,  regardless  of  all  con- 
sequences, made  the  girl  grasp  his  arm,  and 
entreat  him  to  be  quiet. 

*^  Your  poor  father  !"  exclaimed  Dennis  with 
withering  scorn,  "  he  was  always  in  his  proper 
senses,  but  me !  Yes,  stare  with  your  two 
shining  eyes ;  my  mother  was  mad,  and  they 
say  it  runs  in  the  blood ;  but  since  the  night 
you  put  your  curse  on  me,  I  have  been  dream- 
ing of  the  falling  sickness ;  take  it  off  me, 
Nelly,  or  I  don't  care  to  live  if  you  are  against 
coming  away  with  me  now  that  I  am  willing 
to  die  lor  you  ;  what  is  James  Young  ?  but  a 
coTV'ardly  cur!"  he  went  on  fiercely,  ^^  yes, 
if  he  was  a  man,  would  he  let  you  be  fretting 
away  your  heart  like  a  bird  in  a  cage  ?  No, 
he  would  pull  down  the  prison  about  their 
ears,  be  would  set  the  house  in  a  blaze,  he 
would  kill  twenty  gaolers,  he  would  carry  you 
in  his  arms  through  a  hundred  police ;  what 
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has  he  ever  done,  but  bring  trouble  on  you, 
the  blackguard  Protestant !  and  now  that  you 
want  help  where  is  he,  but  in  prison,  like  a 
skulking  dog  waiting  to  be  hung  for  worrying 
a  sheep,  and  here  am  I !  that  has  got  through 
a  stone  wall  and  eat  my  way  through  iron, 
since  nightfall,  to  save  you,  yes,  I  am  in  the 
cursed  gaol !  where  they  would  give  gold  and 
bank-notes  to  keep  me.  You  always  was  hard 
on  me  from  the  first,  but  Nelly,  speak  the 
soft  word  to  me  to-night,  for  since  I  seen  the 
fairy  lights,  there  is  something  always  whis- 
pering in  my  ear  that  I  am  going  to  die. 
!Nelly,  say  James  Young  is  a  cur,  and  the 
wolf  will  be  as  gentle  as  a  sheep  at  your 
feet ;  yes,  I  will  save  his  life  if  you  promise 
to  put  the  kind  look  on  me  and  turn  the  dirty 
coward  adrift  that  is  not  fit  for  the  like  of 
you." 

The  girPs  eyes  flashed,  but  she  would  not 
give  vent  to  her  indignation ;  besides  O'Shane's 
impassioned  though  rough  strain  surprised  her, 
she  could  scarce  believe  it  was  he  who  had 
spoken.  He  stood  with  his  back  to  the  sombre 
light,  his  sunken  features  hid,  his  eyes  glaring 
from  the  excitement  of  his  feelings. 

^^  Dennis,"  she  said  in  a  low,  hesitating 
voice,  "  tell  me  who —  ?" 

"  iN'o,  I  will  own  to  it  myself;  the  devil 
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blow  me,  but  I  will  do  the  tbing  decent,  and 
no  barm  sball  come  to  you  or  your  fatker  in 
tbe  regard  of  Doyle's  murder." 

A  terrible  conviction  flashed  on  ber  mind ; 
she  bad  from  tbe  first  a  fearful  doubt  as  to 
wbo  tbe  real  murderer  was,  but  it  remained  a 
secret  within  ber  breast  of  so  venomous  a 
nature,  that  sbe  feared  to  touch  it,  for  when 
roused,  it  always  stung  like  a  viper.  After 
ber  thoughts  had  rushed  wildly  through  ber 
brain  she  said — 

^^  Dennis,  what  must  I  do  to  save  James 
and  my — " 

''  Look  at  me  with  your  two  shining  eyes, 
and  curse  Young  for  a  sneaking  cur ;  ah  ! 
you  are  all  of  a  tremble  now ;  it's  no  use 
me  staying  here  for  nothing ;  see,  the  way 
is  open,  will  you  come  with  me,  yes,  or  no, 
IS'elly  ?" 

"  JS^." 

"  Then  you  will  see  him  swing  like  a 
hound.  I  will  stand  forenent  your  face  in 
the  big  court,  and  prove  to  him  murdering 
Doyle,  won't  your  father  prove  to  it  too  ? 
didn't  Mrs.  Potts  see  him  going  in,  and  Father 
-Tracey  saw  him  with  tbe  stick  in  his  hand 
biding ;  there  was  blood  on  his  shirt  and 
the  black  shillelab  was  shining  with  the  varnish 
from  Doyle's  bead ;  ah  !  now  you  tremble  in 
L   6 
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earnest ;  I  tell  you  once  for  all,  James  Young 
murdered  him,  and  I  will  make  Joe  speak  up 
to  what  he  saw ;  the  creature  tells  truth,  and 
you  all  believe  him ;  yes,  your  cur  shall 
hang  1'' 

Ferociously  he  strode  to  the  aperture,  thrust- 
ing back  the  girl,  who  clung  to  him  for  mercy 
for  her  lover,  her  father,  and  for  time  to 
think. 

*'  No,"  he  exclaimed,  pushing  her  to  the 
ground,  *^  go  to  your  James  Young,  and  keep 
up  his  cowardly  heart ;  if  he  was  worth  it, 
I  would  come  again  to-night,  aye,  this  same 
minute,  would  I  make  my  way  through  the 
walls  to  get  at  him  and  choke  him,  but  I 
don't  want  to  make  little  of  myself,  touching 
the  dirty  cur  !" 

^'  Dennis  O'Shane  !"  she  exclaimed,  rising 
and  looking  on  him  contemptuously,  ^'  James 
Young  is  full  able  for  you ;  you  dared  not 
speak  in  this  fashion  to  his  face,  or  strike  me 
before  him  ;  it  is  you  that  is  the  cowardly 
cur  to  strike  a  woman ;  my  curse  will  hang 
to  you  1  go  your  ways  and  do  your  w  orst ; 
I  will  save  his  life,  if  even—  " 

Here  she  checked  herself  wildly,  and  fol- 
loY/ing  O'Shane  to  the  opening  through  which 
he  was  creeping,  entreated  him  to  listen  to 
her. 
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^^  No/'  he  said  savagely,  '^  you  dared  me ! 
then  see  if  I  don't  warm  Young's  jacket  this 
same  night  that  is  coming ;  if  tliere  was  fifty 
walls,  I  will  get  at  him  ;  I  will  set  the  prison 
on  fire,  and  when  he  comes  out,  you  will  know 
which  IS  the  voice  of  the  cur  by  his  yelping 
for  mercy  when  his  throat  is  gripped  by  the 
black  wolf !" 

The  loud  tone  of  rage  in  which  he  spoke 
had  roused  one  of  the  gaolers,  who  slept 
nearest  this  end  of  the  prison ;  he  was  looking 
into  the  different  cells  to  ascertain  the  cause 
of  this  unusual  noise,  and  was  now  approach- 
ing Nelly's  ward. 

As  the  clank  of  the  keys  fell  on  O'Shane's 
ear  she  exclaimed — 

^'  Denny,  I  am  lost !  save  James  and  my 
father,"  and  then  sank  to  the  floor. 

The  reckless  villain  again  entered  the  cell 
strained  at  the  bar,  doubling  it  backwards  and 
forwards  until  it  came  out  of  the  stone  in 
which  it  was  set,  just  as  the  door  opened,  when 
Nelly  muttered,  ''  spare  him,"  and  closing  her 
eyes,  saw  not  the  blow  which  felled  the  gaoler 
on  the  spot. 

O'Shane  looked  on  him  for  a  moment  with 
savage  exultation,  and  taking  the  keys  from 
his  side,  turned  towards  the  girl  who  again 


228  TALBOT   HALL. 

opened  her  eyes  as  he  fiercely  exposed  his 
teeth — 

"  Listen  now,  and  you  will  soon  hear  your 
James  calling  for  help." 

With  these  words  he  rushed  from  the  cell 
along  the  passage,  every  spot  of  which  he  knew, 
until  he  came  to  the  part  in  which  the  men 
were  confined. 

Nelly  finding  her  lover's  life  in  danger,  re- 
gained her  strength ;  staggering  to  her  feet, 
she  reeled  after  O'Shaue  who  was  hurriedly 
trying  the  difierent  keys,  but  without  success. 

He  succeeded  at  last  in  opening  the  door  of 
the  cell  in  which  he  himself  had  been  confined. 
Eushing  into  it  with  reckless  rage,  he  ex- 
claimed— 

'^  Are  you  there,  you  cowardly  cur?  it's  me, 
the  black  wolf !" 

*^  Kelly  was  on  his  hells  ;  clinging  to  his 
arm,  she  said  imploringly — 

''  For  my  sake  spare  him,  he  is  not  able  to 
defend  himself." 

'^  To  the  devil  v/ith  him  and  you  too  !  My 
blood  is  up  now — I  don't  care  whether  I  kill 
man,  woman,  or  child  I" 

.  ''  Denny,  if  you  love  me,  you  would  not 
strike  me,"  said  the  girl  reproachfully,  ^'  spare 
his  life." 
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For  a  moment  he  gazed  on  her  with  a  look  of 
wild  softness.  She  sprang  to  the  pallet  where 
the  prisoner  had  hid  his  head  beneath  the  bed- 
clothes, and  pulled  at  them,  for  he  shook 
violently,  and  resisted  her  attempts. 

''  Shame  on  you,"  she  whispered,  almost 
fiercely,  ''  tell  him  you  will  meet  him  fair  when 
the  court  sets  you  free,  and  when  there  is  no 
irons  on  your  hands." 

"  Stand  back,  girl  !"  roared  O'Shane,  drag- 
ging her  from  the  bed,  and  holding  her  at  arm's 
length,  whilst  he  raised  the  heavy  bar. 

"  You  shall  kill  me  first,  Dennis  !  James, 
rouse  and  save  your  life  !  I  will  stand  to  you, 
James!"  tlien,  in  a  whisper,  *^show  you  are 
no  coward,  I  will  die  at  your  side,  but  don't 
let  him  say  you  were  afraid  of  him,"  she  tore 
the  clothes  forcibly  aside.  Before  them  lay  a 
man,  whose  face  she  had  never  seen  before. 
"It  is  not  him!"  she  exclaimed,  clasping  her 
hands,  and  sinking  to  the  bed,  as  it  her  energies 
had  suddenly  ceased  to  be  called  forth. 

"  No  matter,  I  must  kill  some  one  !"  there 
was  madness  in  his  eye.  The  craven-hearted 
wretch,  who  wus  there  for  murdering  a  child, 
had  not  the  courage  to  defend  his  own  lite,  he 
lay  still,  perhaps  he  would  have  been  glad  had 
O'Shane  launched  him  into  eternity  with  one 
fell  blow." 
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*^  Dennis,"  said  Nelly,  as  he  looked  on  her 
in  sullen  silence,  "  you  will  be  took,  if  you  do 
not  escape  this  minute,  I  hear  the  gaoler 
stirring  and  groaning,  you  will  be ■" 

'^  Let  me  at  him — curse  the  breed  of  them  !'' 

Before  she  could  rise,  he  was  gone  ;  when 
she  reached  her  own  cell,  O'Shane  stood  with 
his  uplifted  arm,  his  eyes  glaring  hideously  on 
the  spot  where  the  turnkey  had  been  felled. 

"  Quick — quick  !  for  your  life  !"  she  ex- 
claimed, eager  to  get  him  further  from  her 
lover,  ^^  they  are  coming  ;  fly — fly  !" 

"  Fly — fly  !"  he  repeated,  with  a  loud  laugh. 
^^  It's  no  use  their  coming,  mortal  man  can't 
take  me  ;  and  if  I  kill  myself,  I  will  come  to 
again  in  three  days,  quite  natural.  Do  you 
see  these  papers  ?  It's  for  them  they  are  hunt- 
ing me  like  mad,  they  shall  never  get  thorn  ; 
your  father  thought  to  put  his  blarney  on  me, 
and  save  himself  by  coaxing  them  from  me." 

'^  Dennis,  tell  me  truth,  who  murdered  Mr. 
Doyle  ?" 

"  Most  like  your  own  father,  the  old  traitor  I 
Let  him  come  across  me,  the  cursed  informer  ! 
and  you  will  want  the  black -gown  for  the  pair 
of  them  ;  only  that  I  think  it  hard  to  baulk  the 
hangman,  I  would  do  his  turn ;  no,  it's  old 
Jim  and  young  Jim  that  will  dance  elegant 
with  the  wind  for  their  feet  to  shuffle  on,  and 
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a  brave  rope  to  make  them  lightsome  in  the 
air." 

A  pallor  spread  over  the  girl's  face,  a  sicken- 
ing feeling  stole  to  her  heart  as  he  spoke,  and 
then  laughed  aloud.  Her  eye  gradually  became 
dim — she  could  scarce  see  him. 

"Denny,"  she  said,  in  a  low  touching  voice, 
**  my  heart  is  breaking — I  am  not  able  to  get 
up  ;  but  come  to  my  bed-side,  and  tell  me  you 
will  not  go  against  them  on  the  court  day ;  you 
say  you  love  me,  prove  to  it,  give  me  the 
papers,  and  I  will  give  them  to  the  Judge,  and 
ask  him  to  say  the  good  word  for  you.  Now, 
tell  me  who  took  Doyle's  life  ?" 

0' Shane  wavered,  neared  the  girl,  then  draw- 
ing the  certificates  slowly  from  his  breast,  placed 
the  parcel  in  her  hands,  and  whispered  two 
w^ords  in  her  ear. 

She  uttered  a  cry  and  fell  back.  O'Shane, 
for  a  moment,  stared  on  her ;  grasping  at  the 
hand,  which  she  had  unconsciously  raised,  he 
forced  it  to  his  lips,  and  laying  his  huge  head 
of  matted-  hair  on  her  knees,  he  whispered — 

"Nelly,  I  have  gold — my  own  and  Ned 
Fagan's  share."  He  remained  silent ;  it  was, 
perhaps,  the  only  happy  moment  he  had  ever 
felt  in  his  whole  life.  The  sounds  of  footsteps 
startled  him  ;  in  an  instant  he  was  on  his  feet ; 
snatching  at  an  end  of  the  parcel  which  pro- 
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truded,  he  transferred  it  to  his  own  breast ; 
and  springing  to  the  aperture,  vanished  as  two 
turnkeys  entered  Nelly's  cell. 

They  looked  around  them  in  consternation ; 
the  man  who  had  been  felled  hung  back,  fear- 
ing a  repetition  of  the  same  blow.  They 
examined  the  opening  from  whence  the  bar  was 
gone,  and  stared  on  the  girl  in  silent  amaze. 
They  shook  her  roughly,  peered  eagerly  into 
her  white  face,  to  make  sure  they  held  a  thing 
of  life,  and  not  some  dressed  up  object  placed 
there  in  lieu  of  their  prisoner.  There  could  be 
no  mistake,  it  was  she  ;  and  now  Nelly  is  open- 
ing her  eyes,  they  are  handling  her  coarsely, 
both  asking  questions  in  the  same  breath  ;  but 
she  will  not  answer :  they  are  threatening  her 
with  a  dark  dungeon,  and  shaking  rusty  tetters, 
whose  bullying  clank  is  making  her  tremble ; 
but  she  will  not,  dare  not  betray  O'Shane. 
She  is  feeling  in  her  breast  for  the  missing 
parcel,  and  taxes  the  gaolers  with  the  theft. 
The  fellow  who  had  been  felled  abuses  her  in 
the  lowest  language.  There  is  a  slight  stir  in 
the  outer  passage,  but  no  one  hears  it ;  the 
man  whose  cell  is  open  is  trying  the  keys  on  the 
next  ward  ;  he  is  seeking  for  some  one  to  escape 
with  him — he  dare  not  go  alone.  Nelly  is  cry- 
ingfor  they  are  putting  fetters  on  her  wrists,  they 
are  dragging  her  to  another  ceil ;  she  implores 
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them  not  to  hurt  her,  and  says  if  she  wanted 
to  escape  it  was  in  her  power.  The  girl  is 
struggling  and  screaming  ;  and  now  the  gaolers 
are  obliged  to  turn  and  defend  themselves;  the 
turnkey,  who  O'Shane  had  felled,  is  forced  to 
the  ground  ;  James  Young's  heavy  fetters  have 
nearly  stunned  the  other — the  gaolers  are 
catching  at  his  arms ;  but  he  has  dashed  them 
against  the  wall ;  James  is  calling  for  help 
from  the  man  who  released  him,  and  who  has 
already  escaped  through  Nelly's  cell. 

The  girl  has  thrown  her  manacled  arms  over 
her  lover,  and  implores  him  not  to  strike  the 
gaolers  who  are  standing  panting  and  calling 
him  ^'  coward." 

"  Do  not  come  near  him  !"  exclaimed  Nelly, 
proudly,  "he  is  a  lion — he  is  no  coward ;  but 
them  that  stole  the  papers,  when  I  was  not  able 
to  scream,  were  cowards — he  is  innocent ! 
James,  don't  soil  your  fingers  with  them,  or  it 
will  go  harder  with  you  on  the  day  of  trial.  He 
will  go  back  to  his  cell  with  me  if  you  do  not 
come  near  him." 

Young  panted  like  a  roused  lion,  his  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  men,  who,  watching  their 
opportunity,  and  seeing  that  he  was  encum- 
bered by  the  girl's  arms,  rushed  on  him. 

"  James,"  she  said,   pressing  her  lip  to  his 
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forehead,  "  show  me  you  love  me,  don't  stir 
hand  or  foot,  come  to  your  cell." 

He  covered  her  cheek  with  kisses,  and  with- 
out an  attempt  at  defence,  allowed  himself  to 
be  led  away ;  but  when  the  men  unshackled 
her  hand,  and  sought  to  tear  her  from  his  side, 
he  throttled  the  nearest  instantly  ;  but  at  the 
magic  words  of  woman's  soft  voice,  his  fingers 
reloxed  thair  grasp.  He  pressed  her  to  his 
breast ;  the  next  moment  she  closed  the  door 
between  herself  and  her  lover.  The  hardened 
men  were  touched,  they  took  off  the  girl's  re- 
maining fetter ;  and  cursing  James  Young, 
they  vowed  vengeance  on  him  if  she  did  not 
tell  who  had  broken  into  the  gaol. 

We  must  return  to  Ada,  who  was  entering 
her  room,  after  what  the  fortune-teller  had  er- 
vealed,  when  she  heard  her  name  uttered  by 
Darcy,  in  a  low  tone.  HesitatiDg,  she  would 
have  avoided  him,  had  he  not  stept  between 
her  and  the  door,  and  said — 

*•'  I  would  not  force  myself  on  you,  but  I 
saw  you  crossing  the  lawn ;  the  gipsy  has  been 
telling  you  something  which  is  making  you 
sad — confide  it  to  me." 

Ada  turned  away  her  burning  face,  and 
tried  to  extricate  the  fingers  which  he  had 
taken  in  his  earnestness,  but  she  did  not  re- 

pij- 
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"  Why  do  you  seek  to  fly  from  me  ?  Did 
you  not  confess,  by  the  bend  of  your  head, 
whose  lips  were  too  proud  to  acknowledge  it, 
that  you  loved  me  ?  I  understood  your  look, 
I  read  it  in  your  eyes,  they  said  you  would  be 
my  bride ;  and  now,  when  you  are  in  trouble, 
now,  when  an  idle  impostor  has  invented  a 
falsehood,  you  believe  him,  and  instead  of 
coming  to  me  to  horsewhip  the  vagrant  off  the 
grounds,  you  allow  his  trash  to  pray  on  your 
mind.'' 

''  What  he  told  me  was  truth  ;  I  cannot — 
dare  not  be  your — nay,  more,  you  must  can- 
cel my  engagement,  for  while  the  doubt  lasts, 
I  must  not  marry — doubt !  alas,  it  seems  too 
true." 

Darcy's  features  darkened,  his  brow  became 
clouded,'  as,  clenching  his  fingers,  he  looked 
steadily  on  her  distressed  countenance,  then 
said — 

^'  Has  he  dared  speak  of  me  ?  Ada,  answer 
me  ?" 

''  No,"  replied  she,  glancing  at  him,  ^^it  was 
of  my  mother — ask  me  no  more  questions, 
spare  me,  let  the  crimson  blood  which  is  rush- 
ing to  my  temples  keep  you  silent,  it  is  no 
empty  invention  that  is  making  me  blush  !" 
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'*  You  leave  me  not,  Ada,"  he  said,  winding 
his  arm  around  her  waist,  '^  until  I  know  all — 
speak,  dearest  girl — keep  back  nothing." 

*^  It  is  but  right  you  should  know,"  she  re- 
plied, seeking  to  free  herself,  '^  yet  can  I  not 
tell  you ;"  she  tried  to  speak  calmly,  '*  I  do 
not  say  forget  me,  but  I  implore  you  to  leave 
me — I  may  not  be  yours." 

Darcy  was  much  agitated,  his  eyes  sparkled, 
his  lips  were  apart,  he  drew  his  breath  at  long 
intervals ;  seizing  her  hand  which  he  had  re- 
leased, in  his  surprise,  he  exclaimed — 

^'  Ada,  I  must  know  all,  or  I  will  drag  the 
words  from  his  throat !" 

"  He  is  an  old  man,  you  would  not  hurt  him 
for  speaking  the  truth." 

"  Then  speak  it  to  me  !" 

^^  You  would  despise  me,  and  I  am  too  proud 
to  endure  any  man's  coldness — take  away  your 
arm,  I  insist  on  leaving  you — must  I  call  for 
help — no,  no,  oh  !  on  my  knees,  I  ask  you  not 
to  question  me  ?" 

"  Say  you  love  me  still,  answer  me  by  the 
spirit  of  the  dead  girl  we  both  love  !  Ada  ! 
Ada  !" 

She  raised  her  eyes ;  what  powerful  language 
was  in  them. 

Darcy  stooping,  sought  to  raise  her,  but  she 
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would  not  stir.  Determinedly,  she  knelt,  and 
asked,  in  a  voice,  faltering  from  deep  emotion, 
to  be  released  from  her  plighted  vows,  adding, 
more  firmly,  that  she  would  not  move  until 
he  granted  her  request. 

Darcy  gazed  on  the  beautiful  supplicant 
without  power  to  reply  ;  his  eyes  were  rivetted 
on  her  in  silent  wonder  ;  if  he  loved  before,  he 
now  idolized  the  kneeling  girl. 

^^  Ada,"  he  said,  tenderly,  "  you  can  always 
soothe  my  wild  moods,  call  them  mad  if  you 
will,  but  you  only  can — '' 

"  Oh !  distress  me  not  with  kindness,"  she 
interrupted,  with  a  gust  of  passionate  feeling, 
*'  my  misery  consists  in  shame  for  my  mother, 
and  unhappiness  that  I  may  no  longer  be  your 
bride — I  will  ever  love  you,  but  for  the  future 
we  must  live  far  apart — oh,  leave  me." 

^'  If  your  mother  were  even  a  murderess  1" 
exclaimed  Darcy,  falling  on  his  knees,  and  en- 
folding her  to  his  bosom,  ^'  I  would  marry  you, 
and  cling  but  the  closer  to  her  innocent 
daughter ;  no  earthly  power  shall  rob  me  of 
my  bride,  I  swear  it  by  heaven  !  you  are  but  a 
fluttering  bird  in  my  arms,  love  has  made  them 
strong  ;  to  escape  from  one  so  devoted,  is  impos- 
sible, you  are  mine — my  own  !" 

i\da  ceased  to  struggle,  her  head  fell  on  his 
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shoulder,  her  long  hair  broken  loose,  streamed 
over  her  face — he  felt  she  wept. 

Ada  had  not  known  the  soothmg  delicious- 
ness  of  shedding  tears  ;  she  had  never  felt  in 
her  hours  of  trial,  when  the  heart  warf  wearied 
by  uncertainty  and  painful  fears,  the  sweet 
relief  of  tears ;  and  now  it  seemed  to  her  that 
if  she  might  lay  with  her  head  thus,  and  weep 
for  ever.  Heaven  could  bestow  no  purer  happi- 
ness, for  was  not  the  man  whom  she  loved, 
fondling  her  to  his  breast,  and  breathing  in  her 
ear  these  thrilling  words — 

''  My  beautiful — my  idol — my  owii  !" 

After  a  long  pause  of  exquisite  silence,  he 
asked,  in  whispered  tones — 

''  Why  so  silent — speak  to  me — look  on 
me  ?" 

No  reply,  save  a  low  soft  sigh,  and  the 
gentlest  pressure  from  her  fingers. 

"Of  what  are  you  thinking?''  he  asked, 
tenderly. 

She  turned  her  swimming  eyes  on  him,  then 
hid  her  face  again  to  conceal  its  blushes. 

"  Say  that  you  will  be  mine — to-day — now ! 
this  hour  !  start  not — I  would  not  again  un- 
dergo such  agonising  uncertainty  for  worlds — 
I  renounce  all  for  you.  Ada,  speak  to  me — 
answer  me  !  or  you  will  drive  me  mad  !" 
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She  started,  and  raising  her  face,  looked  one 
long  look  of  imploring  fondness,  then  once 
more  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder.  Her  heart 
was  speaking — but  her  lips  would  not  repeat 
its  muimurings. 

He  pressed  her  closer  to  his  bosom,  breath- 
ing these  words — 

''  Then,  Ada,  you  are  my  own." 
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CHAPTEE     XVI. 


Days  have  passed  away  since  tLe  scenes  in  the 
foregoing  chapter.  There  is  a  stir  at  Talbot 
Hall ;  the  iiiorrow,  on  which  the  proud  English 
heiress  is  to  become  Darcy's  wife,  is  fixed. 
Mrs.  Talbot  has  knelt  at  Ada's  feet,  entreated 
her  with  tears  to  think  of  the  fatal  step 
she  is  going  to  take — has  reminded  her  of 
old  Mr.  Darcy's  attempt  to  murder  his  wife — 
has  told  her  that,  at  his  son's  age,  the  father 
had  never  acted  so  strangely  as  h  er  nephew  ; 
she  even  said,  with  a  touch  of  denouncing 
anger — 

"  Think  of  the  life  of  misery^  and  hourly  un- 
certainty his  wife  led  ;  and  oh  !  barken  to  me, 
even  now,  at  the  eleventh  hour  ;  oh  !  reflect  on 
wh.it  you  are  bringing  on  y^ouiself — and  think 
of  the  sin  of  entailing  on  a  young  family — 
madness !" 

Miss  Gordon  remained  inflexible,  refuted 
every  argument  with  firmness,  and  replied — 
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"  My  die  is  cast — ray  fate  is  in  the  hand  of 
God  !" 

The  night  previous  to  the  wedding  day, 
Mrs.  Talbot  spent  with  the  Mother  Abbess,  in 
urging  her  to  see  Ada  ;  bat  she  was  too  ill, 
and  replied,  in  accents  of  despair — 

"  I  dare  not  look  on  her  proud  and  beautiful 
face  ;  her  brilliant  eyes  read  my  very  soul ;  the 
feeling  is  distracting.  Can  I  tell  her  that  her 
mother  was  innocent  ?  no,  no,  she  would  de- 
tect the  falsehood  on  my  countenance ;  see 
her !  impossible !  no,  not  yet ;  it  would  kill 
me ;  the  hour  of  my  promise  has  not  arrived. 
I  pledged  my  soul  at  a  death-bed — such  a  vow 
is  fearfully  sacred  ;  no,  I  will  not  see  her  until 
he  is  of  age." 

She  sank  back  on  her  bed  exhausted,  and, 
after  a  hushed  stillness,  which  she  broke,  mur- 
muring, in  tones  of  anguish — ''  save  her,  oh  ! 
save  her  !"  then  buried  her  face  in  Mrs.  Tal- 
bot's hands. 

The  forenoon  ot  this  night  Ada  and  Lucy 
were  closetted  in  the  former's  boudoir;  the 
fairy-like  apartment  was  hung  with  bridal 
dresses — the  toilet  table,  the  ottomans,  and 
even  the  window  sills,  were  strewn  with  white 
satin  favours ;  on  the  sofa,  immediately .  in 
front  of  the  clieval  glass  was  a  branch  of  arti- 
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ficial  orange  flowers,  whicli  Lucy  was  trying  in 
her  own  hair,  to  study  how  they  would  become 
her  as  a  bride  ;  whilst  Ada,  who  had  slipped 
on  a  satin  shoe,  to  see  its  fit,  sat  Avith  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  carpet,  buried  in  thought. 

Lucy  turned  round,  and  blushing,  asked 
how  the  flowers  looked  in  her  head,  to  which, 
Ada,  awakening  from  her  reverie,  replied — 
''  Thoy  say  one  wedding  brings  another." 
*'  I  shall  never  be  married,"  said  Lucy, 
taking  out  the  blossoms  with  a  sigh,  and 
placing  them,  in  her  companion's  dark  hair  to 
see  how  they  became  her. 

''  Have  you  seen  the  gipsy  to-day  ?"  asked 
Ada. 

^' Yes;  but  he  seems  afraid  of  coming  near 
me  ;  he  followed  me  all  the  way  home ;  and 
though  I  loitered  by  the  road- side,  and  pre- 
tended to  be  looking  for  spring  flowers,  to  let 
him  overtake  me — he  only  came  a  little  nearer, 
then  sat  down  to  rest,  as  if  he  was  tired — 
although  I  am  sure  I  walked  very  slow.  He 
goes  to  every  one  else — I  begin  not  to  like 
him." 

''Why  not?" 

"  Because  he  tells  me  things  that  make  me 
very  curious  to  know  more — and  then  shuns 
me,  as  if  I  was  the  ugliest  girl  in  the  county  ; 
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and  you  know,  Ada,"  looking  in  the  glass, 
"  there  are  many  plainer  ;  he  seems  to  have 
taken  a  great  fancy  to  little  Mary." 

"Talking  of  your  sister  Mary — I  think 
some  one  else  has  taken  a  fancy  to  her.  Did 
you  notice  Charles  Gale — is  he  not  a  gentle- 
manly boy  in  his  new  suit  ?  He  is  very  like 
what  his  father  was.   How  is  poor  Sir  Henry  ?" 

"  Little  Mary  indeed,"  said  Lucy,  with  a 
toss  of  her  sweet  head ;  "  why,  Ada,  she  is 
only  a  child,  twelve  her  last  birthday — who  do 
you  mean  admires  her  ?" 

"Never  mind,  dear;  I  wish  you  would 
place  this  sandal  a  little  farther  back — it  does 
not  sit  nicely  on  the  instep." 

As  Lucy  crossed  over  to  take  the  shoe  she 
glanced  from  the  window,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Cousin  Tom  and  Captain  Leslie  I" 

"  We  .must  go  down  to  them — I  would 
rather  they  found  us  in  the  drawing-room," 
said  Ada,  slipping  on  her  varnished  shoe. 

"  Then,  they  cannot  say  we  run  after  them  ; 
you  are  always  right ;  but,  Ada  !"  Lucy  burst 
out  laughing — "  the  orange  flowers  !" 

Miss  Gordon  coloured,  and  threw  them  from 
her  hair,  annoyed  at  being  confused  by  the 
sudden  announcement. 

Darcy  was  in  high  spirits  ;  as  he  approached 
M  2 


244  TALEOT    HALL, 

Ada,  who  was  seated  on  the  sofa,  he  wound 
his  arm  around  her  waist,  and  told  her  in  soft 
whispers  that  all  was  settled  for  the  morrow ; 
but  when  he  said,  he  was  going  to  give  the 
peasants  a  day  of  fun  to  celebrate  the  wed- 
ding, Ada  became  thoughtful,  and  asked  him, 
as  a  groat  favor,  to  have  everything  conducted 
as  quietly  as  possible,  adding — 

"•  I  am  certain  you  will  humour  me." 

"  I  know  why  my  own  wished  for  a  special 
licence,  because — " 

"  Because  I — I  dislike  show,'^  she  inter- 
rupted, a  little  confused. 

''No,  Ada — but  perhaps  you  are  right — 
only  fancy  going  to  church  on  such  an  occa- 
sion with  a  carriage  and  pair,  whilst  twenty- 
four  horses  stand  idle  in  my  uncle's  stables — 
it  will  try  his  temper — and  mine,  too ;  you 
forget  my  Irish  blood,  I  see  it  all — you  are 
afraid  that  the  excitement — '' 

''  Cousin  Tom  !"  exclaimed  Lucy,  inter- 
rupting him,  for  she  saw  at  a  glance,  by  Ada's 
face,  that  he  was  touching  on  dangerous 
ground — ''  Cousin  Tom  !  what  coat  are  you 
going  to  wear  to-morrow  ?" 

Miss  Gordon  smiled  thankfully  on  her,  and 
Darcy  laughing  outright,  said — 

"  You  torment  every  one  ;  you  teased  Leslie 


TALBOT   HALL.  245 

SO  much  about  the  Manx  captain,  that  he  is 
ashamed  to  come  in ;  go  out  aud  do  the  polite 
— run,  like  a  good  girl.'' 

^*  Indeed  I  will  not,  and  have  Emma  Daw- 
son tell  me  I  am  running  after  Captain  Leslie, 
because  he  is  so  handsome — he  never  was  half 
so  handsome  as  poor  Mr.  Hervey  ;  I  do  not  care 
to  say  so  now,  because — "  a  tear  started  to 
her  eye. 

*'  Because  you  have  seen  the  gipsy,  and  he 
has  told  you  something." 

'^  The  gipsy  !  he  is  a  disagreeable  old  man  ; 
I  do  not  like  him ;  he  will  not  tell  me  my  for- 
tune ;  he  only  said  that  the  Manx  captain 
thought  me  very — " 

*'  V^ery  plain,  I  dare  say  ;  but  you  had  better 
take  care  of  yourself,  for  he  is  a  desperate 
fellow — sad  men  those  I^sle  of  Man  gentry  !" 

''  I  am  afraid  to  move  out ;  Greig  says  he  is 
always  about  the  house  and  grounds  at  night ; 
he  cannot  bear  sailors,  he  thinks  them  pre- 
suming." 

''  It  would  not  in  the  least  surprise  me  if  he 
walked  you  off  to  the  Isle  of  Man  before  to- 
morrow-; he  swears  you  kissed  him  that  night." 

Lucy's  face  was  very  red — very  indignant — 
very  comical ;  she  tried  to  laugh,  and  treat  her 
cousin's  words  with  indifference;  and  to  showhow 
little  she  feared  the  threat,  went  to  the  hall  steps, 
and,    after  looking  around,  descended  to   the 
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gravel  drive,  to  meet  Captain  Leslie,  who  was 
coming  towards  her.  Suddenly  the  drawing- 
room  w^indow  was  thrown  up,  and  Darcy  called 
out — 

"•  Eun,  Lucy  !    here  comes  the  Manx  man  I" 

She  turned  her  back  on  Leslie,  and  flew  up 
the  steps,  to  his  amaze,  like  lightning. 

^' Where  is  he?"  asked  Lucy;  catching  at 
Ada's  arm,  who  was  at  the  window,  with  her 
lover, 

"  Your  cousin  is  in  a  merry  mood ;  he  is  only 
jesting  at  your  expense." 

Lucy  was  very  angry  with  Darcy,  and  said 
that  Captain  Leslie  would  think  she  was  a  sim- 
pleton ;  and  that  it  was  not  pleasant  to  have 
gentlemen  imagine  anything  of  the  kind.  Ada, 
herself,  went  out  to  meet  him  ;  and  when  they 
returned,  Lucy  was  gone.  She  had  retired  to 
the  Loudoir,  and  was  again,  giil  like,  trying  the 
orange  flowers,  and  looking  at  herself  in  the 
mirror,  in  Ada's  bridal  bonnet.  Going  to  the 
window,  she  saw  the  old  gipsy  toilmg  up  the 
drive,  and  leaning  on  his  stafl*,  resting  ever  and 
again  to  take  breath  ;  he  appeared  more  than 
usually  fatigued,  and  supported  himself  on  a 
young  girl's  arm — who  w^as  of  the  same  olive 
caste.  As  they  approached  nearer,  Lucy 
watched  them  anxiously  ;  the  young  gipsy  was 
pretty — almost  too  dark — still,  her  eastern  com- 
plexion did  not  deprive  her  countenance  of  its 
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sweet,  but  sly,  expression.  Her  attention  to 
the  old  man  had,  from  the  first,  gained  Lucy's 
sympathy  ;  besides,  she  would  feel  less  uneasy 
about  joining  the  fortune-teller,  now  that  he 
had  a  companion.  Hurrying  on  her  shawl  and 
bonuet,  she  stole  out,  through  Greig's  pantry ; 
and,  after  looking  about  in  every  spot  a  man 
could  hide,  she  gazed  in  all  directions  to  dis- 
cover what  had  become  of  the  gipsies. 

Mary  was  standing  on  a  mound  in  the  plea- 
sure grounds,  from  whence  she  beckoned  Lucy, 
who,  after  timid  glances  at  the  different  hiding 
bushes,  moved  towards  her  sister. 

The  old  man  was  seated  at  the  foot  of  the 
mound,  tracing  figures  on  the  ground  ;  he  did 
not  rise  himself,  but,  pushing  the  girl,  bade  her 
go  to  Lucy.  The  young  wanderer  did  as  she 
was  desired,  and  throwing  back  her  dark  hair 
from  her  face,  aslied  if  she  would  have  her  for- 
tune told  ?  but,  as  Lucy  made  no  reply,  she  led 
her  away,  saying,  in  a  voice  too  thick  to  be 
pleasing — 

"  Lady,  let  me  take  you  to  him  ;  he  is  our 
gipsy  king." 

''  Tell  me,"  said  Lucy,  addressing  the  old 
man,  and  gaining  courage  by  others  being 
present,  ^^  who  is  the  person  that — that  comes 
at  night  ?" 

'^  Lady,  those  who  love  gold  go  to  the  dig- 
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gings ;  those  who  love  flowers  hover  in  their 
Eeighbourhood,  to  inhale  their  perfume;  those 
who  adpjire  the  rose,  would  come  nearer  if  they 
feared  not  its  thorns." 

'^  You  never  tell  me  any  thing  worth  know- 
ing— where  does  he  live  ?" 

'^  At  the  priest's." 

"  Eut  you  live  there,  too  ?" 

^^  Yes,  lady." 

'*  Then  you  must  know  him — do  you  like 
him." 

^'  As  I  love  myself.  I  am  certain  of  one 
thing,  he — he — admires  you  !" 

The  old  m.an  proceeded  to  tell  Lucy  circum- 
stances which  roused  her  curiosity  extremely  ; 
he  even  began  to  reveal  events  about  herself, 
when,  suddenly  interrupting  him,  she  said — 

^'But  how  do  you  know? — you  have  not 
examined  my  hand." 

The  gipsy  seemed  confused  ;  and  replying 
that  it  was  a  slight  omission,  muttered  some- 
thing about  stars  and  horoscopes,  and  then  ran 
his  trembling  finger  over  her  white  palm. 

'^Lady,  age  makes  my  arm  unsteady;  besides 
I  am  fatigued,  and  I  am  not  always  happy  ; 
care,"  he  sighed,  "makes  us  prematurely  aged  ! 
Oh  !  this  small  blue  vein,  nearly  hidden  beneath 
jour  snow-like  skin,  tells  that  your  lover  is 
mysteriously  concealed  ;    and  this  spot,  where 
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SO  many  cross,  that  he  has  difficulties  to  con- 
tend against ;  and  this  branching  one,  that  fresh 
hopes  are  ever  springing  up  in  his  breast.'^ 

Lucy's  colour  came  and  went,  she  would  have 
asked  more,  but  Mary  stood  close  to  her,  listen- 
ing with  fear  to  the  old  man's  mystic  know- 
ledge.    He  ceased  to  speak. 

**  Tell  me  my  fortune,"  said  little  Mary, 
timidly  holding  out  a  sixpence. 

The  gipsy  was  going  to  take  the  money, 
when  the  young  prophetess,  seizing  the  coin 
from  her  hand — 

*'  Nay,  let  me  tell  her." 

A.nd,  without  more  ado,  she  led  the  confiding 
child  aside.  Whatever  was  told  her,  Mary's 
face  grew  very  red  ;  and  she  replied,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes — 

^'No,  no  ;  he  kissed  me  first — and  then — " 

^^  But,  lady,  you  do  not  like  him  !" 

^'  Yes,  I — I — he  always  gives  me  presents, 
and—" 

'^Do  you  think  him  handsome? — tell  the 
truth." 

'^  Yes,  now  that  he  is  a  young  gentleman — 
he  wears  such  pretty  French  varnished  boots." 

''  Let  me  see  your  hand  again." 

Mary  hesitated,  and  trembling,  held  it  out ; 
not  quite  certain  what  next  the  gipsy  girl  might 
discover. 
5  M 
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^'  I  am  very  short  sighted,"  whispered  the 
young  fortune-teller,  bending  till  her  lips 
touched  the  sweet  little  palm,  in  her  eagerness 
to  read  more. 

"  Lady,  you  will  meet  him  at  the  wedding, 
to-morrow." 

^'  But  I  am  not  to  be  allowed  to  go." 

^'  Or  when  they  return  ;  it  is  all  the  same  in 
twenty  years  hence. 

In  the  meantime,  the  old  man's  powers  of 
divination  were  strongly  taxed  by  Lucy  asking 
him  BO  end  of  questions  about  the  Manx  Cap- 
tain ;  he,  in  his  turn,  at  last  enquired — 

"  Did  you  like  Mr.  Hervey  ?" 

There  was  a  crimson,  tell-tale  blush  playing  be- 
neath Lucy's  transparent  skin ;  she  turned  away 
her  face.  The  gipsy's  eyes  followed  it  with  an 
eager  gaze,  as  if  he  sought  to  frame  words 
from  the  movement  of  her  silent  lips.  lie 
tried  to  take  her  hand,  and  would  have  told 
her  more,  but  she  drew  it  away,  for  Mary  at 
this  crisis  joined  them,  and  Lucy  did  not  care 
to  hear  more  before  her  sister,  who  said — 

'^  Greig  has  come  out  to  fay  Ada  wants 
you." 

The  old  man  would  have  detained  Mary, 
but  she  was  so  alarmed  by  the  young  fortune- 
teller's   powers   of    divination,    that    nothing 


TALBOT    HALL.  251 

would  have  made  her  submit  her  palm  to  a 
fresh  examination. 

As  Lucy  and  her  sister  returned  to  the 
house,  they  met  Greig,  whose  hand  the  gipsy 
girl  held.  His  countenance  was  full  of  fear, 
faith,  and  uneasiness. 

"That  bangs  all  !"  he  exclaimed,  thunder- 
struck by  the  precision  of  the  revealment. 
*'  Let  go  my  fist !  it  beats  all  I  ever  heard  tell 
of."  His  face  of  consternation  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  girl's  laughing  and  sly  look, 
and  would  have  afforded  amusement  to  any 
uninterested  party ;  but  Lucy  and  Mary  were 
too  much  engrossed  with  their  own  thoughts  to 
notice  anything  except  the  old  butler's  amaze. 
He  would  have  rushed  away  had  not  the 
fortune-teller  again  caught  his  hand. 

''  Let  me  go,  or  you  will  make  me  swear  blue 
murder.  Let  me  go,  girl,  that  I  may  tell  the 
young  mistress  she  is  wanted  here.  Hush 
your  talk  I" 

Ladies,"  said  the  little  gipsy,  "  this  old  man 
is  going  to  be  married." 

"  The  plague  seize  your  tongue  !"  exclaimed 
Dempsey,  reddening,  and  trying  to  hurry  the 
girls  away. 

"  He  wants,"  she  called  out  mischievously, 
^'to  make  his  wedding  a  family  affair,  by 
having  it  on  the  same  day  as  Mr.  Darcy's. 
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Lucy  looked  at  the  butler,  so  did  Mary. 

**  It's  all  inventions  !"  muttered  Greig,  agi- 
tatedly— then  in  a  low  voice  to  himself — 
"  God  forgive  me  for  telling  such  a  lie.  "Who 
is  she  at  all,  that  knows  everything,  to  the 
bonnet  itself,  and  my  new  waistcoat  ?" 

When  Lucy  entered  the  drawing-room,  and 
Darcy  asked  her  if  she  had  been  out  to  meet 
the  Manx  Captain,  she  looked  very  confused. 
Ada  said  she  would  not  have  her  teased,  and 
begged  her  lover  to  keep  his  promise,  and  tell 
them  how  they  escaped  when  the  yacht  was 
wrecked,  to  which  request  Tom,  laughingly, 
replied  that  he  had  related  all  the  circumstances 
to  her  a  dozen  times. 

*'I)Ut  each  time  1  feel  more  interested,  be- 
sides Lucy  will  be  glad  to  hear." 

A  meaning  glance  passed  between  Ada, 
Darcy,  and  Leslie,  which  showed  that  there 
was  among  themselves  some  private  under- 
standiug. 

"•  As  Leslie  and  myself,''  began  Darcy,  'Svere 
with  diihculty^  getting  the  long  boat  to  the 
water's  edge,  a  man  came  bounding  from  rock 
to  rock,  and  with  his  assistance  v\'e  shot  her 
into  the  surf,  and  pulled  away  like  galley 
slaves  to  overtake  the  smuggler's  boat,  in  which 
was  Ned  Fagan,  old  Now  Ian,  and  the  black 
wolf  I" 
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The  very  name  made  Lucy's  obeek  blanch ; 
she  drew  nearer  to  Ada,  and  listened  with 
breathless  eagerness. 

'' Before  we  could  have  any  chance,  they 
reached  the  lugger  and  made  sail,  trying 
to  rim  us  down  ;  but  it  was  so  dark  that 
we  baffled  their  attempts  by  keeping  well 
to  windward.  When  we  got  on  board  the 
Eidget,  sharp  was  the  word.  In  no  time  we 
were  away,  and  carrying  on  hard,  for  we 
knew  O'Shane  v/as  on  board,  and  that  he  had 
tiie  deeds  which  poor  Hervey  had  so  earnestly 
wished  to  get." 

Lucy  drew  back,  and  concealed  her  face 
behind  Ada's  shoulder. 

^'  When  we  reached  the  Calf,  the  sea  in  the 
sound  was  terrific  ;  they  went  through,  and  we 
followed  ;  and  there  it  was  that  poor  Frank  Barry 
was  washed  overboard.  We  at  last  carried 
away  our  mast  and  became  a  perfect  wreck; 
and  u  hen  we  saw  the  Black  Snake  close  to  us — 

1 — I — no  matter "     Here  Darcy  grasped 

Leslie's  hand.  "Tohi;n,  Ada,  and  the  man 
who  joined  us,  are  you  indebted  for  a  worthless 
lover,  whom  you  have  made  very  happy  and 
very  proud  ; — but  to  go  on — we  could  not  help 
admirmg  that  daring  villam,  O'Shane's  reckless 
conduct ;  he  staggered  from  stem  to  stern  of 
the  Black  iSnake  with  a  gun  in  his  grasp,  now 
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pointing  it  at  us,  now  laughing,  now  unfurling 
the  deeds,  seeming  quite  delighted  with  the 
novelty  of  his  wild  situation,  whilst  Nowlan 
crouched  or  clung  to  the  rigging  like  a  cowardly 
hind.  We  soon  lost  sight  of  them,  and  had 
given  ourselves  up  for  lost,  when — the  man 
who  joined  us,  after  examining  the  chart,  p  :o- 
posed  dropping  an  anchor  to  keep  the  yacht's 
head  to  wind  and  sea,  vfhich  we  did,  and  then 
went  below  to  pray.  Oh  !  how  I  thought  of — 
of  home,  during  the  time  we  were  tossed  about. 
The  yacht  drifted  stern  foremost  towards  the  Calf, 
dragging,  but  holding  sufficiently  from  time  to 
time  to  bring  up  her  head,  or  we  must  have 
been  swamped.  When  the  tide  turned  the  sea 
went  down  a  little  ;  we  were  then  within  a 
hundred  yards  of  the  hungry  rocks,  wliose 
black  caverns,  white  with  foam,  resembled 
huge  mouths  ready  to  swallow  us.  She 
struck  !" 

Lucy's  face  of  fear  was  beautiful  as  she 
raised  her  head. 

''  Every  soul  on  board  was  thrown  on  the 
deck  by  the  shock ;  the  little  Fidget  made  a 
wild  spring  to  regain  the  sea ;  she  was  afloat 
again  and  struggling,  when  her  course  was 
checked  by  a  monster  wave,  which  lifted  her 
high,  and,  with  an  awful  roar,  dashed  her 
against  the  rocks.      My  poor   yacht  groaned 
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aloud ;  she  reeled  over  on  her  hard  bed ;  the 
concussion  had  disabled  her  for  ever ;  and  as 
she  fell  back  into  the  sea,  my  sweet  Fidget ! — 
oh  !  Ada  —she  was  sinking  !"  He  paused  and 
drew  a  long  breath.  "  The  dear  little  thing 
went  down,  large  bubbles  rising  over  her  as  if 
she  was  drowning ;  a  sheet  of  white  spray 
covered  her — she  sank  for  ever  !" 

Darcy  was  moved — he  spoke  feelingly,  as  if 
she  had  been  a  thing  of  life.  There  followed  a 
pause,  during  which  each  listener  yielded  a 
tributary  sigh,  alter  which  he  resumed — 

'^  I  scarce  know  what  happened  from  that 
time;  around  me  bodies  were  battling  with 
the  surging  waters  ;  cries  rose  above  the  roar 
of  the  sea,  and  mingled  with  the  yells  of  the 
wind  ;  but  to  me  soon  all  became  darkness ;  an 
incesbant  low  dirge  seemed  to  be  wailing  in 
my  ear ;  1  had  been  stunned," 

"Not,"  interrupted  Leslie,  '^  until  you  had 
saved  one  of  your  crew,  and  were  dashed 
against  the  rock  in  the  atten^pt  to  rescue  a 
second." 

"  When,"  exclaimed  Darcy,  "  Her — ,  the 
man  who  joined  us,  and  you  plunged  in  as  I  was 
sinking — it  ^^  as  then  your  arm  received  that 
Irightiul  gash;  the  lighthouse  people  told  me 
afterwards  that  they  had  never  seen  two  such 
daring  men." 
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Lucy's  eyes  glanced  inquisitively  from  face 
to  face. 

*'He  is  a  noble  fellow,"  said  Leslie  in  admi- 
ration, and  trying  to  clear  himself  of  all  praise  ; 
^^  to  him  are  you  indebted  for  your  life,  and  so 
too  is  John  Summers." 

"But  to  you  equally,"  ejaculated  Darcy 
fervently. 

"  No,  I  was  only  an  assistant — he,  the  prin- 
cipal." 

"  But  who  ?"  asked  Lucy,  eagerly,  "  was 
the — man  who  joined  you  ?" 

"  The  Manx  Captain,  you  kissed,  who  must 
have  been  strolling  about  on  our  Irish  coast, 
and  whom  you  pretend  to  be  so  frightened  at," 
replied  Darcy. 

''  I  would  not  be  afraid  of  him  now,"  said 
Lucy,  unconsciously. 

''  Then  you  have  been  with  the  fortuue- 
teller,  and  he  has  told  you  something." 

"  Cousin  Tom,"  murmured  Lucy,  weeping 
and  looking  supplieatingly  at  him — "  Is  Mr. 
Hervey  ill — or — that  his  name  is  now  never 
breathed  !" 

"What  put  that  into  your  head?  The  old 
man  has  been." 

"Yes,  he  told  mo  that — somebody  was  in 
trouble,  and  you — you  began  a  name — and 
then  said  the  man  who  joined  you  ?      Oh,  Ada, 
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tell  me,  what  is  the  cause  of  all  the  mystery 
attached  to  his  disappearance." 

Ada's  face  became  scarlet,  the  word  mystery 
had  stirred  up  her  proud  blood — she  did  not 
answer,  her  head  was  turned  away.  The  sen- 
sitive Leslie  too,  was  ill  at  ease,  he  rose  and 
went  over  to  the  vrindow.  .Darcy  knew  what 
had  caused  this  sudden  change  ;  and  drawing 
Ada  closer  to  his  side,  he  pressed  his  lips  to 
her  forehead,  then  resumed,  quickly — 

"  We  were  treated  like  princes  ;  the  Castle- 
to  Vv^n  ladies  made  gods  of  us;  nothing  could 
exceed  the  hospitality  we  received  ;  the 
governor  was  a  close  hand,  sold  us  milk,  but 
he  could  not  help  being  a  Scotchman.  Well, 
to  come  to  an  ending,  we  engaged  a  Peel  smack, 
and  prepared  to  return.  1  was  still  very 
interesting  and  delicate,  and  was  helped  on 
board  amidst  weeping  eyes,  for  the  salt  spray 
is  very  trying  to  Manx  girls,  when  they  bid 
adieu.  Poor  Leslie,  who  was  too  proud  to 
acknowlege  tlat  iiis  wound  pained  him,* was 
but  little  pitied,  whereas,  I,  who  was  supported 
between  him  and — our  noble  ally,  passed  for 
somebody,  whilst  the  true  heroes  sought  to 
appear  nobouies.  John  Summers,  was  next 
carried  on  board,  and  then  the  coffin  in  which 
my  poor  boatswain  was  borne  to  his  wife.  Our 
appearance  in  her  cabin — no  it  is  useless  distres- 
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sing  you  with  that — after  a  long  passage  during 
which  we  wore  all  very  down  hearted  ;  we  came 
in  sight  of  land  ;  you  say  you  saw  us  rolling  on 
the  dull  swell  from  the  nunnery  observatory  ; 
the  rest  you  know,  Ada,  and  so  does  Lucy ;  as 
for  the  lugger's  fate,  to  the  best  of  my  know- 
ledge, it  was  exactly  as  I^owlan  told  my  uncle  ; 
now  let  us  go  out  and  take  a  stroll  in  search 
0?  this  wonderful  gipsy;  come,  Leslie,  we 
shall  have  a  good  laugh  and  some  fun ;  I  dare 
say  Ada  has  plenty  to  think  of  for  to-morrow, 
and  will  be  glad  to  get  rid  of  us." 

Thus  speaking,  he  linked  his  arm  in  his 
friend's  and  led  him  away.  But  the  gipsy  was 
gone  and  not  to  be  found.  The  two  gentlemen 
walked  on  fast,  and  ere  very  long  reached 
Leslie's  hotel.  They  moved  up  the  stairs  to 
the  hrst  landing  on  tip-toe  ;  and  lightly  touch- 
ing a  door,  awaited  in  silence. 

It  was  softly  opened  by  sister  Agnes,  who 
put  her  finger  to  her  lip,  signing  them  not 
to  make  a  noise ;  pointmg  to  the  bed,  she 
waved  her  hand  for  them  to  enter. 

On  the  bed-side  lay  Flora  Grey ;  she  had 
been  reading  to  Sir  Henry  Gale,  who  had  been 
removed  from  Hugh's  cabin  in  the  mountains. 
The  baronet's  face  was  nearly  concealed  by  her 
hair,  which  his  fingers  must  have  been  playing 
with  when  he  fell  asleep  ;  their  cheeks  lay  side 
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by  side,  on  the  pillow.  The  nun  raised  the 
child's  long  tresses  ;  and  then  they  saw  the 
white  features  which  had  laid  beneath  them. 
At  first,  both  started,  for  the  sick  man  lay 
very  still  ;  the  nun  too,  looked  anxiously  on 
him,  and  placing  her  hand  lightly  on  his  fore- 
head, turned  round  with  her  peculiar  smile  of 
meek  resignation,  rendered  even  more  attractive 
by  the  touch  of  feminine  pride  with  which  she 
whispered — 

"  My  husband  is  better." 

She  led  them  a  little  apart  from  the  bed,  and 
spoke  low,  not  to  disturb  the  invalid  whose 
fingers,  even  in  sleep  sought  hers.  Taking  Sir 
Henry's  hand  in  her  own,  she  sat  looking  on 
his  face,  smiling  with  inward  pleasure. 

The  door  opened  noiselessly;  Charley  entered. 
He  was  dressed  very  tastefully,  his  fair  hair 
carefully  parted,  his  boots  shining  forth  the 
slyness  in  his  face,  as  he  whispered  something 
to  the  two  gentlemen  at  which  they  could 
scarce  refrain  from  laughing  outright ;  then 
going  over  to  the  bed,  he  kissed  sister  Agnep, 
repeated  his  little  secret ;  and  taking  her  plac( , 
tried  to  release  tlie  fingers  which  were  inter- 
woven in  hers.  Sir  Henry  opened  his  eyes ; 
and  when  he  saw  the  nun  and  Ciiarley  leaning 
over  him,    he   smiled  fondly   on   them  ;    and 
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stroking  the  slumbering  child's  hand,  he  mur- 
mured— 

'^  My  poor  little  snow-drop,  its  lids  are 
closed." 

Darcy  and  Leslie  were  soon  by  his  side  ;  he 
held  out  his  blanched  and  thin  hands 
much  pleased  to  see  them,  and  when  they  asked 
how  he  was,  he  replied,  in  a  low  voice — 

"  Yery,  very  happy,"  taking  his  wife's  hand, 
he  gazed  into  her  eyes  until  his  own  became 
dim  and  moist,  then  turning  to  Leslie,  he  said, 
in  a  firmer  voice,  '*  is  he  still  at  large  ?" 

'*  Yes,  Kennedy  has  discovered  that  he  has 
returned  to  this  part  of  the  country,  he  got  this 
information  from  Nowlan  ;  it  appears  0' Shane 
must  have  been  the  man  who  broke  into  the 
gaol." 

^'  And  the  certificates  !"  exclaimed  Gale, 
starting  to  his  elbow. 

^'  Are  with  him  still,"  replied  Leslie, 
thoughtfully. 

^'  If  I  could  only  get  them,  then  could  I  lie 
down  and  die  happy,  but  without  them,  I  cannot 
atone  to  her,"  he  paused  and  then  resumed, 
*^  a  strange  conviction  has  been  on  my  mind  of 
late — if  1  could  see  the  Abbess — she  will  not 
come  to  me — but  might  not  I  go  to  the 
Nunnery  ?" 
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'^  Speak  not  of  moving  yet,  you  are  still  too 
weak  to  walk  across  the  room,"  said  the  nun, 
with  a  tear  starting  to  her  eyes,  as  she  saw  his 
pale  face  flush  with  the  slight  movement  of 
rising  to  his  elbow,  from  which  he  now  lifted 
himself  with  some  difficulty,  to  a  sitting  po 
sition. 

'^  You  shall  be  driven,  then  carried,''  said 
Darcy. 

"  Hear  you  that,  Yioletta  ?"  said  Gale,  with 
his  eye  brightening. 

"  I  will  go  with  you  myself,  Gale,"  resumed 
Darcy,  kindly. 

Sir  Henry  signed  his  wife  to  hand  him  his 
dressing  robe,  and  saying — 

*^  I  feel  stronger,  much,"  with  her  aid  put  it 
on  ;  after  a  moment's  reflection  he  added,  "  I 
am  a  good  deal  pulled  down." 

The  nun  looked  at  him  meekly,  beseechingly, 
imploringly. 

'*  I  v/ould  rather  go,"  said  Gale,  earnestly, 
^^with  liervey,  ^'he  was  distressed  by  a  flt  of 
coughing,  which  exhausted  him  so  much  that 
he  was  obliged  to  lay  his  head  back  on  the 
pillow.  The  white  handkerchief  which  his 
wife  passed  over  his  lips  became  dyed  with 
crimson  spots,  but  she  concealed  them  from  her 
sick  husband.  The  child's  first  movement, 
when  awakened  by  the  coughing,  was  to  fold 
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her  arms  around  her  father's  neck  and  kiss  him  ; 
she  asked  why  he  had  let  her  sleep  on,  and  if 
she  should  read  from  where  they  had  left  off. 

''  Poor  fellow,"  whispered  Darcy  ;  repeating 
to  himself  the  words,  "  stronger,  much,"  then 
aloud,  '^  Gale,  cheer  up,  in  a  few  days  you  will 
he  able  to  ride  ;"  then,  in  Leslie's  ear,  "  he 
will  never  leave  his  bed  I"  again  in  one  of  his 
strange  moods  of  reverie,  "  think  you  that 
he  will  meet,  or  that  he  would  know,  Annie 
Talbot  ?" 

The  ailing  baronet  made  another  attempt  to 
raise  himself;  the  coughing  came  on  again,  and, 
as  he  reclined  in  his  wife's  arms,  she  signed  for 
the  gentlemen  to  withdraw. 

Both  would  have  taken  his  hand,  but  she 
shook  her  head  ;  on  tip- toe  they  left,  without 
any  leave-taking.  As  on  the  night  in  the 
mountains,  the  room  became  very  still,  no  one 
was  stirring. 
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CHAPTEE  Xyil. 


Skated  around  the  widow  Brennan^s  hearth, 
in  a  half  circle — of  which  Nowlan  was  the  most 
prominent  person — was  a  group  of  dissatisfied 
and  ill-countenanced  men.  They  were  a  party 
of  the  same  '*  white  boys  "  who  had  handled 
O'Neil  so  roughly,  at  the  ruins  of  Darcy  Park, 
on  the  night  he  refused  to  join  them^ — when 
Hugh's  cabin  was  broken  into,  and  Dennis 
0' Shane  wounded. 

Nowlan  called  for  more  whiskey,  promising 
to  stand  treat  for  all ;  they  had  already  drank 
enough  to  be  communicative,  and  were  going 
to  draw  lots  to  see  who  should  be  placed  out- 
side as  a  look-out;  when  one  of  the  party, 
without  raising  his  eyes,  proposed  to  be  the 
scout.  The  voluntary  oflPer  seemed  rather  to 
surprise  the  fraternity,  but  it  elicited  no  re- 
mark. As  the  man  left  the  cabin,  the  turf  fire 
was  stirred  up,  and  they  prepared  for  a  night 
of  drinking  and  revelling. 
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Their  leader  was  very  thoughtful,  almost 
desponding,  in  spite  of  his  endeavours  to  rouse 
up  ;  and  it  was  only  when  they  called  on  Now- 
Ian,  or  drank  some  toast,  to  which  his  attention 
was  drawn  by  a  slap  on  the  shoulder,  that  he 
became  conscious  he  was  not  alone. 

''  Tim,"  said  one  of  the  four  who  had  entered 
O'KeiPs  cabin  on  that  memorable  night,  ^^  it's 
like  you  are  grown  rich  all  of  a  sudden ;  didn't 
O'Shane  tell  me  you  got  the  full  up  of  a  box  of 
gold  and  bank-notes  ?'' 

^*  More  of  his  lies  1"  exclaimed  Nowlan, 
starting  ;  ^'  it's  true  I  have  got  some  money. 
What  I  am  going  to  say,  is  this :  I  will  give 
three  gold  sovereigns  to  the  man  among  you 
who  will  eaho  the  black  wolfs  breathing  with  a 
leaden  pill  ;  and  five  shining — aye,  ten  gohlen 
pounds  for  doing  the  same  turn  to — "  he  signed 
them  to  lean  forward,  and,  as  their  scowling 
faces  met  around  his  own,  he  whispered,  "  that 
cursed  old  fortune-teller," 

They  all  looked  on  each  other  in  silence. 

*'  AYhat's  the  meaning  of  the  bad  blood  to 
him  ?"  asked  one  of  them. 

''  Because  he  deals  in  charms,  and  is  an  in- 
former I"  answered  I^rowlan.  ''  I  tell  you  he 
is  hunting  us  for  the  police  ;  he  tracks  us  in 
the  dead  of  night,  and  came  on  me  when  I 
burying  the — ^crock  ;  1  must  shift  it  tu  a  fresh 
place  to-night.      Boys,  you  all  know  there  is 
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not  one  out  of  the  lot  of  us  who  can  stand  com- 
fortable and  easy  in  a  court-house ;  am  I  not 
summoned  as  a  witness  against  James  Young  ? 
and,  by  the  same  token,  I  hope  he  will  be  hung 
for  that  cold-blooded  murder. 

*'  In  the  regard  of  hot  or  cold,  it's  the  one 
thing,  I'im — murder  is  luurder." 

'*  Fill  your  glasses,"  called  out  Nowlan, 
turning  the  conversation  ;  "  come,  Mrs.  Bren- 
nan,  more  of  the  creature,  the  boys  are  thirsty, 
and  they  drove  out  on  the  high  road  to 
starve." 

^'  ilow  is  that  ?"  asked  the  widow,  bringing 
a  fresh  jug  of  whiskey. 

*'  Sure,  mad  Darcy  is  going  to  be  married, 
and  he  has  turned  them  out,  neck  and  crop ; 
and  they  say  he  is  going  to  build  the  old  place 
up  afresh,  and  pay  off  the  mortgages  now  that 
his  brother  lias  sold  the  titles  to  hirn,  and  the 
dickens  is  to  be  played  with  his  wife's  money." 

"  Herrew  for  mad  Darcy,"  called  out  a 
voice. 

''  To  blazes  with  him  !"  exclaimed  Nowlan; 
'^  and  the  breed  ot  him." 

"He  is  a  good  fellow — and  so  was  his 
fither,"  said  another. 

"  There  is  worse  going,"  said  a  fourth  ;  "'he 
paid  us  handsome  for  giying  up  possession ; 
VOL.   III.  N 
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curse  me,  but  he  is  the  proper  sort ;  did  you 
hear  Ned  Fagan  tell  how  he  handled  the  yacht  ? 
Sure,  John  Summers  says  there  is  not  the  like 
of  them  three  men  in  England,  Ireland,  or 
America.'' 

"•  It's  well  for  Tim  to  talk  that  is  not  be- 
holding for  money — but  where  did  he  get  it  ?" 

^^Get  it!  why,  man  alive,  I  have  been 
dreaming  for  the  last  three  years  that  there 
was  a  crock  hid  under  my  hearth  stone — and 
sure  enough,  when  I  lifted  it,  and  burned  a 
wax  candle  for  luck,  and  rubbed  the  spade 
with  a  silver  sixpence  for  earnest,  before  I 
dug  three  spits,  I  came  on  something  hard ; 
the  devil  a  word  of  lie  I  am  telling  you  but 
the  real  truth  ;  what  was  it  but  the  crock  full 
up  of  gold  and  bank  notes." 

As  he  spoke,  a  coal  Hew  from  the  fire.  It 
was  strange  to  see  the  superstitious  fear  with 
which  each  of  the  reckless  villains  drew 
aside,  all  eager  to  prevent  it  falling  in  front  of 
himself. 

''  With  Tim  it  is !"  called  out  several 
voices. 

ISTowlan  started,  and  made  a  spring ;  it  lit 
on  his  frieze,  and  hung  to  it,  burning  a  hole. 
They  all  seized  at  it,  exclaiming — 

"  AVhat  is  it  like  ?  a  boat !  a  purse  I" 
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"A  second  crock  ;"  ejaculated  ^owlan. 

*^  The  devil  a  taste,  but  a  coffin  !"  exclaimed 
another  and  another. 

Tim  pretended  to  laugh,  and  called  them  a 
set  of  real  superstitious  creatures ;  but  when 
one  of  them,  interrupting  him,  said — 

^'  What's  the  odds,  them  that  is  to  go 
natural  will  die  on  their  bed,  and  them  that  is 
to  han2r  must  swins:." 

Nowlan's  features  became  frightfully  distorted, 
his  fiace  was  of  a  livid  hue,  and,  for  some  time 
afterwards,  he  remained  perfectly  silent  ;  he 
even  continued  so,  when  the  others  had  become 
almost  uproarious. 

"  Anybody  outside  ?"  asked  'N'owlan  at  last, 
getting  up,  and  going  to  the  door,  where  he 
addressed  the  scout ;  "  for  I  am  thinking  to 
get  away  this  night  and  give  them  the  slip." 

'^  Y/hist,'^  whispered  the  man,  pretending 
great  alarm,  '^  the  two  police." 

^'  Curse  them,"  muttered  N'owlan  to  himself, 
'^  there  is  no  getting  out  of  the  country — I 
must  start  the  boys,  and  see  what  is  to  be 
done." 

The  word  was  passed  and  the  assembly  broke 

up,  Tim  alone  remaining ;   the  others  passing 

oat  either   singly   or   by    two,    feelin^j,    that 

though  they  wore  well  known  as  *'  white  boys," 

N  2 
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there   was   no    evidence   against    them    clear 
enough  to  endanger  their  safety. 

Scarce  had  they  turned  their  backs,  when 
Tim,  too,   left  this   sink   of   iniquity.      After 
going  over  a  good  deal  of  grouud,  he  halted  to 
rest,  and  began  to  hope  that  he  had,  at  last, 
eluded  the  vigilant  police.  When  he  reached  his 
cabin,   he  looked  around,  and  listened  atten- 
tively— no  sound — then  he  was  safe  !     He  en- 
tered, and  coming  out  with  a  spade,  began  to  dig 
with  all  his  might,  only  pausing  now  and  then 
to  hear  if  all  remained  still.     And  now  he  has 
lifted  a  box  from  the  earth.      He  started  and 
peered  around,  thinkhig  the  dead  leaves,  which 
were  strewn  at  a  short  distance,  had  been  trod- 
den.    There  was  no   wind,   yet   they  rustled 
again  ;  he  started  more  wildly — but  nothing 
could  he  see.    He  is  bending  under  his  burden, 
and  hurrying  along  with  all    his  speed,  fre- 
quently  halting   to    listen.      Is   it  reality  or 
fancy  ?  there  is  not  a  breath  sighing,  and  yet 
the    leaves    seem   to  be   rustling  even  here, 
though  he  is  on  a  barren,  rocky  spot,  on  which 
nothing  of  life  ever  grew.     He  is  hiding  the 
box  amongst  the  gaping  crevices,  and  covering 
it  with  loose  stones  ;  he  has  forgotten  to  take 
out  money  for  present  use ;  he  is  hesitating, 
dares  not  stay  ;  now  he  is  hurrying  away,  and 
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looking  back,  now  halting  and  breathing  freer, 
since  that  box  can  no  longer  be  found  in  his 
possession ;  but  there  is  no  resting — hark  !  he 
is  listening  with  breathless  eagerness  to  the 
faint  toll  of  the  distant  village  clock — -his  escape 
depends  on  the  hour  it  is  striking — eleven ! 
and  at  twelve  starts  the  midnight  train.  None 
of  the  withered  leaves  which  are  strewn  in  the 
plantation  where  he  stands  are  moving,  not  a 
rustle,  save  from  his  own  feet.  J\light  it  not 
all  have  been  imagination  !  dare  he  return  and 
take  out  as  much  gold  as  he  can  carry  about 
his  person  !  may  not  some  one  be  on  the  very 
spot!  there  is  yet  time  if  he  acts  promptly; 
the  feeling  is  irresistible  ;  he  cannot  withstand 
the  impulse,  and  he  is  retracing  his  footsteps.  Ah ! 
is  it  fancy  ?  no  1  There,  on  the  mound  of  loose 
stones  which  cover  his  treasure,  is  pensively 
seated  the  old  gipsy,  with  his  back  turned  to 
Nowlan. 

What,  if  the  fortune-teller  could  be  silenced 
for  ever  !  he  seems  old,  weak,  and  unprepared 
— a  sudden  push — a  small  stone — one  single 
blow,  i^owlan  is  stooping  to  take  off  his  shoes 
— and  groping  with  his  hands — has  picked  up 
something  hard.  With  cat-like  stealth  he  is 
creeping  close,  and  jerking  his  up -raised  arm 
over  the  gipsy,  who  has  unconsciously  bared 
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his  head.  Coward  !  if  he  had  dared,  he  might 
have  done  it  then. 

Oh,  why  does-  not  some  pitying  angel  whis- 
per the  old  man  to  look  round  ;  he  cannot  hear 
that  noiseless  step.  Ah  I  he  starts,  bounds  to 
his  feet,  and  stands  confronting  the  cowardly 
wretch,  whose  arms  have  fallen  to  his  side,  the 
stone  has  dropped  from  his  fingers,  his  jaw  is 
hanging,  the  mouth  is  wide  open. 

'^  Is  it  not  enough,  villain,"  called  out  the 
gipsy,  drawing  himself  up,  and  speaking  with 
a  dc^termination  that  made  Nowlan  quake, 
*'that  thou  art  suspected  of  cold-blooded  miur- 
der,  but  thou  wouldst  also  slay  an  old  man — 
what  harm  hast  thou  received  from  me  ?  why 
seekest  thou  my  life  ?^ 

IS'owlan  could  not  stir,  the  words  seemed  to 
transfix  him  to  the  spot.  The  fortune-teller 
grasped  his  hand  with  a  force  that  territied 
him,  he  tried  to  withdraw  it,  then  ceased  the 
attempt.  He  had  a  fearful  desire  to  know  his 
late. 

*'  Ah  !"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  '^  conscience 
is  indeed  making  thee  weak,  when  one  like  me 
can  detain  thee  against  thy  will.  See'st  thou 
yonder  dim  star  ?" 

ISTowlan  turned  his  face  of  fear  to  the 
heavens. 
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'*  Thine  horoscope  is  on  the  wane  ;  but  let's 
see  thy  palm — ah  !  it  is  full  of  coiling  veins, 
like  hempen  ropes." 

Tim  uttered  a  low  cry,  and  struggled  hard 
to  free  his  hand. 

^'  Knowest  that  thine  hours  are  numbered  ? 
wouldst  hear  thine  end  ?  Thou  shalt  die  an 
unnatural  death." 

'^  No,  no,"  gasped  Nowlan  ;  ^^  tell  me  no 
more." 

*^  By  the  hangman's  hand." 

''  Ah— h— " 

**  Away,  wretch  !  escape  if  tliou  can'st !" 

l^owlan  gave  vent  to  the  yell  he  could  not 
suppress,  and  falling  on  his  knees,  grovelled  at 
the  fortune-teller's  feet. 

"  Away  !"  shouted  the  gipsy,  spurning  him, 
"  thou  hast  not  a  moment  to  spare — fly,  or  ere 
thou  gaiiiest  the  station,  twelve  o'clock  will 
have  struck,  and  thy  fate  be  sealed." 

The  old  man  was  obliged  to  help  him  up. 

Ar.d  now  Nowlan  is  picking  up  his  shoes  ; 
the  one  is  on,  the  other  slipshod' — he  dare  not 
stay  to  take  up  the  heel ;  its  dragging  sound  is 
terrifying  and  making  him  run  harder ;  he  is 
panting  for  breath,  still  hurrying  onward. 
"Whither  ?  straight  for  the  midnight  train. 
He  has  taken  his  ticket ;  he  is  crouching  in 
the  darkest  corner  of  a  third  class,  with  a  sack- 
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doubled  over  his  shoulders,  and  his  hat  slouched 
so  as  to  conceal  his  face ;  the  engine  has  ut- 
tered her  piercing  screech,  the  train  is  away  ! 
and  IN'owlan's  heart  bounds  with  hope.  A 
signal  light  is  glaring  in  the  dark.  The  en- 
gine has  flashed  back  an  angry  answer,  her 
ominous  lamp  is  burning  fiercely.  A  party  of 
police  are  running  from  the  station.  Kennedy 
is  searching  each  van,  whilst  his  men,  with 
fixed  bayonets,  keep  a  close  watch  ;  his  hand  is 
on  a  large  hamper,  which  the  guard  knows 
nothing  of,  his  foot  is  kicking  it ;  a  lamp's  rays 
are  travelling  over  the  sack,  which  is  thrown 
on  the  ground.  Berrigan  and  one  of  the  pri- 
vates are  forcing  open  the  mouth  which  is  lield 
from  within. 

Huddled  up  like  a  toad,  apparently  more 
dead  than  alive,  there  lay  Tim  Nowlan.  The 
engine  is  screaming  wildly  in  the  distance ;  but 
he  will  not  stir  until  he  is  told  the  cause  of 
his  arrest,  which  he  declares  to  be  against  law. 
Kennedy  is  informing  him  that  the  two  secu- 
rities vv  ho  stood  bail  for  his  appearance,  on  the 
day  of  Young's  coming  trial,  having  gained 
information  that  he  was  flying  from  the  coun- 
try, took  out  a  magistrate's  warrant,  "  on 
which,"  said  the  officer,  sliowing  the  arm  of 
the  law,  ^'  1  am  acting." 

XJndoubling  himself  slowly,  the  old  ifcptile 


TALBOT   HALL.  Z/0 

peered  from  beneath  his  overhanging  brows  to 
read  their  faces ;  then  said,  in  a  whining  tone, 
that  he  was  too  ill  to  move.  They  crossed 
their  muskets,  and  with  no  other  comfort  to 
soften  his  hard  couch  but  the  sack  which  they 
threw  across  the  guns,  they  lifted  him  on  to 
this  quickly  constructed  litter. 

At  early  dawn  next  morning,  he  was  within 
the  same  prison  walls  as  his  daughter. 
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CHAPTEE    XVIII 


Ere  the  sun  had  peeped  over  the  hills  Lucy 
was  looking  into  Ada's  room.  She  was  not  a 
little  surprised  to  find  her  asleep ;  supposing, 
as  all  young  girls  do,  that  neither  bride  nor 
bridegroom  to  be,  bridcmen  or  bridemaids  ought 
to  close  their  eyes  on  the  night  previous  to  the 
wedding. 

Mi^s  Gordon  had  lain  awake,  thhiking,  until 
within  the  last  hour  when  she  tried  to  get  a 
little  sleep. 

Lucy  did  not  disturb  her,  but  as  something 
must  be  done  to  pass  her  time,  she  amused  herself 
with  the  orange  blossoms ;  put  on  the  bri(.'al 
bonnet,  threw  on  Ada's  shavrl,  and  curving 
her  rounded  arm,  smiled  on  the  would  be 
bride ;  it  was  hard  to  look  on  that  lovely 
face  and  not  smile.  Suddenly  she  bounded  to 
the  window  ;  a  light  curling  smoke  arose  from 
a  plantation,   showing,  as  she  raised   the  blind, 
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the  spot  from  whence  had  come  the  sound  of 
a  fire-arm. 

Ada,  too,  started,  and  after  staring  in  sur- 
prise on  Lucy,  asked  what  cau-^ed  the  loud 
report.  It  may  be  considered  strange  that 
they  should  have  been  startled,  as  it  was  the 
shooting  season  ;  but  both  knew  that  the  covers 
were  strictly  preserved,  and  that  it  could  not 
be  any  of  their  friends,  as  the  pheasants  in  this 
plantation,  which  was  close  to  Talbot  Hall,  were 
never  disturbed. 

"  Who  can  it  be  ?"  said  Lucy  in  reply  to 
Ada's  question,  as  the  startled  birds  fluttered 
from  the  underwood  and  flew  across  the  lawn, 
"  I  declare,  upon  my  word,  it  is  the  gipsy ;  he 
is  gliding  along  the  path — now  he  is  forcing 
his  way  amongst  the  shrubs — I  cannot  see  him 
any  longer.-' 

^^  You  are  sure  that  he  was  not  hurt?  '  said 
Ada  anxiously. 

*^  Quite  ;  he  was  pushing  aside  the  branches 
as  if  he  sought  a  dead  bird." 

"  I  should  like  to  be  sure  that  he  is  safe." 

*'  Then  I  can  satisfy  you  ;  there  he  goes 
stooping  along  the  bottom  of  the  lawn  ;  he 
is  on  the  high  road.  But,  Ada,  why  do  you 
feel  such  interest  in  that  old  man  ?  you  have 
been  together  very  much  lately,  thou^^h  no  one 
ridiculed  fortune-telling  so  much  as  you  did  ; 
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lie  krows  everything ;  he   told  me  somethiDg 
about  Tou." 

''  He  would  tell  you,"  said  Ada,  turning  the 
conversation,  ^^  that  it  was  unlucky  to  wear  a 
bridal  suit  before  the  day  of  your  marriage." 

"  And  do*  you  believe  there  is  any  truth 
in  such  nonsense  ?"  asked  Lucy. 

''  ^0  dear,  I  am  not  so  superstitious,  nor 
you  either. 

It  was  surprising  how  fast  the  confused  girl 
unrobed  herself;  she  returned  to  her  own  room, 
and  forgot  all  about  the  gipsy,  in  sorting  her 
apparel  as  a  bridemaid. 

Two  hours  later  Lucy  missed  Ada,  and  after 
searching  the  house,  she  found  her  closetted 
with  the  fortune-teller  in  tl^e  little  room  off 
the  conservatory,  through  which  he  had  been 
admitted.  She  was  very  much  surprised,  on 
opening  the  door  unannounced,  to  see  them 
start ;  both  their  faces  evinced  emotion.  The 
moment  she  entered,  Ada  left,  the  gipsy  follow- 
ing her,  and  saymg — 

''  I  will  be  at  the  church." 

The  old  n.an,  when  left  alone  with  Lucy, 
became  even  more  embarrassed  than  before;  but, 
the  stiangeness  of  hi.s  manner  did  not  surprise 
her,  for  she  attributed  it  to  the  remains  of  the 
emotion  which  had  been  produced  by  his  inter- 
view with  Ada. 
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^'  Can  you  tell  me  who  fired  in  the  planta- 
tion this  morning  ?"  began  Lucy,  recovering 
herself. 

'^  'No,  lady  ;  but  the  ball  was  not  far  astray  ; 
see"  putting  his  finger  into  a  hole  which  was 
pierced  through  his  broad-rimmed  hat,  ^'  see, 
an  inch  lower,  and  I  should  not  now  be  stand- 
ing by  your  side." 

''  Were  they  shooting  at  pheasants  ?" 

He  shook  his  head  and  then  said — 

*'  I  am  a  very  restless  sleeper,  and  sometimes 
walk  by  night ;  since  I  have  been  staying  with 
Mr.  Tracey,  I  rise  early  to  take  an  airing  in 
that  plantation." 

''  Did  papa  give  you  leave  ?  he  is  very  3trict 
with  this  cover,  because  it  is  his  pet  one  for 
the  pheasants  ?  how  did  you  happen  to  be  in 
the  way  uf  the  gun  ?  why  do  you  frequent  this 
preserve  every  morning  ?" 

'^  Because  the  star  I  worship  is  best  seen 
from  thence  ;  unlike  the  other  celestial  meteors, 
it  rises  and  shines  in  broad  day." 

Lucy  could  not  comprehend  his  meaning, 
and  was  too  proud  to  let  the  old  man  see  that 
she  was  not  conversant  in  astronomy. 

''  Lady,"  he  resumed  afresh,  "  i  have  pro- 
mised to  be  at  your  companion's  wedding,  and 
must  away,  because  1  have  to  travel  before 
then,  to  ^ee  a  sick  cabiner." 
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'^  If  it  is  poor  Hugh,  will  you  carry  a  bottle 
of  wine  to  him,  old  man?  and  say  it  is  from 
me,  and  say  his  little  children  are  still  here, 
and  that  they  are  grown  quite  fat  and  rosy, 
and  cheerful." 

^'  Lady,  I  will  tell  him  that  those  who  live 
beneath  your  sunny  smiles  must  be  happy.'' 

*^  I  do  not  like  compliments,"  said  Lucy, 
smiling  with  gratified  pleasure,  and  asking^ — 
'^  have  you  been  to  him  before?" 

^'  Yes,  I  often  go,  because  it  is  an  interesting 
sight  to  witness  his  simple-minded  son  come 
in  and  amuse  the  father  with  accounts  of  his 
niglit's  sports,  often  bringing  him  a  hare.  I  like 
to  look  at  the  tired  boy  lying  asleep  with  his 
head  on  O'^eiFs  knees,  and  the  old  honnd 
staring  up  alternately  into  each  of  their  faces — 
it  is  a  touching  sight." 

The  old  man  spoke  feelingly,  and  Lucy 
would  have  listened  for  hours  about  Joe 
and  his  dog,  but  the  gip&J,  hearing  the  sound 
of  wheels,  went  into  the  conservatory,  froiu 
whence  he  said — 

^^  Lady,  I  must  leave  you ;  see  !  Mr.  Tracey 
is  driving  up  in  his  gig  ;  I  am  going  with 
him  ;  he  is  a  fine  character — a  warm  fnend  to 
Joe  and  his  father. — Heaven  bless  you  !'- 

Lucy  held  out  her  hand  ;  the  old  iiiaii  was 
so  flurried  that  he  heeded  it  not. 
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*^  Stay  one  moment,"  she  said  running  away 
and  returning  with  the  bottle,  "  this  will  com- 
fort Hugh,  and  tell  Joe  I  want  to  see  him ;  you 
will  not  forget." 

''Lady,  do  flowers  forget  to  open  their  leaflets 
when  tiie  sun's  warm  rays  have  penetrated  to 
the  soft  petals  of  their  hearts  ?" 

"  But  many  a  flower  opens  its  tender  leaflets 
only  to  droop  and  wither,"  said  Lucy  bending 
her  head  to  conceal  a  tear. 

When  she  looked  up  the  gipsy  was  gone. 

Some  hours  later  there  stood  around  the 
altar,  within  the  quiet  and  unpretending  village 
church,  the  bridal  group.  By  Ada's  desire 
all  the  blinds  had  been  let  down  shedding  a 
mellow  shade  which  was  well  calculated  to 
subdue  excitement  and  deepen  emotion. 

Save  vvith  Ada  and  Darcy  there  was  not  a 
dry  eye  amongst  ViiQ  small  but  select  group. 
Mrs.  Talbot  never  raised  her  head,  Colonel 
Dawson  was  by  her  side,  and  the  master  of 
hounds  was  there,  ready  to  give  away  the 
bride. 

Lucy  and  Emma  were  the  only  bride- maids, 
Leslie  and  Kennedy  the  bridemen.  In  the 
gallery  sat  the  old  gipsy,  deeply  impressed  by 
the  solemnity  of  the  ceremony. 

Mr.   Butter  worth,  who  officiated  by  special 
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license  trembled,  and  could  hardly  see  to 
read — 

^'  ^  If  any  man,'  he  went  on,  '  can  shew  any 
just  cause  why  they  may  not  lawfully  be  joined 
together,  let  him  now  speak,  or  else  hereafter 
ever  hold  his  peace.'  " 

He  paused,  as  a  matter  of  form ;  but  ere 
he  could  again  proceed,  a  low  voice  from  the 
opposite  gallery  was  hoard  to  say — 

*'  It  cannot  be." 

Every  one  but  Mrs.  Talbot  started ;  she 
clung  to  the  altar- rails. 

Darcy  looked  up  wildly.  Ada,  white  as 
alabaster,  thought  she  knew  the  voice,  and 
listened  with  breathless  eagerness  to  hear  if  it 
w^ould  be  followed  by  screams  ;  but  no,  all  was 
stillness. 

Mr.  Butterworth,  in  a  sunken  and  nearly 
inaudible  tone,  repeated  the  question.  The 
silence  remained  unbroken ;  he  called  on  the 
person  to  come  forward  — no  one  appeared — he 
paused  and  looked  interrogatingly  at  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Talbot;  the  former  whispered — '^proceed," 
the  latter  never  raised  her  head. 

The  gipsy's  eyes  wdiich,  until  then,  had 
been  intently  fixed  on  the  bridal  group,  were 
now  straining  from  behind  the  pillar,  by  which 
he  was  concealed,  towards  the  opposite  gallery^ 
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through  the  door  of  which  he  had  seen  a  veiled 
figure  disappear. 

Ada  studied  Darcy's  features  with  painful 
anxiety ;  when  he  looked  tov/ards  her  she 
smiled  on  him,  though  her  heart  was  full  of 
fear.  From  that  moment  the  wiidness  left  his 
eye,  and  when  Mr.  Butterworth,  warm-hearted 
man  !  put  the  ring  into  the  bridegroom's  hand, 
he  could  not  proceed.  Ada  held  out  her  finger, 
but  save  that  it  trembled,  and  that  her  cheek 
was  colourless,  she  evinced  no  other  symptoms 
of  feminine  weakness. 

The  church  was  very  hushed  and  still. 

All  looked  to  Mr.  JButterworth  to  proceed 
and  break  the  silence ;  he  shook  his  head 
to  sign  his  inability  to  go  on  for  a  little.  This 
unlooked  for  pause  was  very  tryiug. 

Ada  whispered  to  Darcy,  "  with  this,''  and 
immediately  his  handsome  features  lit  up,  and 
he  pronounced  in  the  u.ost  impassioned  and 
eloquent  voice  — 

"  With  this  ring  I  thee  wed,  with  my  body 
I  thee  worship,"  and  placiug  tue  ring  on  her 
finger,  they  both  knelt  down. 

In  the  mean  time  Mr.  Butterworth  had 
recovered  himself;  turning  to  the  kneeling 
couple,  he  performed  the  remainder  of  the 
ceremony  with  touching  solemnity.  Now  and 
again  Lydia  Eodney's  shadow  would  flit  across 
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his  imagination,  and  then  his  delivery  became 
impressively  imposing. 

The  beautiful  and  binding  knot  was  tied  in 
heaven  ;  Darcy  and  Ada  rose  from  their  knees 
man  and  wife. 

When  Mr.  Butter  vorth  handed  the  pen  to 
Mr.  Talbot,  the  master  of  hounds  hngers  shook 
like  aspen  leaves. 

Leslie,  on  whose  arm  Lucy  is  hanging,  is, 
with  Colonel  Dawson's  aid,  assisting  Mrs. 
Talbot  to  rise.  Her  husband  has  linked  his 
arm  in  hers,  and  whispered  cheering  words. 

Darcy  is  loading  Ada  to  Mrs.  Talbot ;  a  young 
bride  is  bending  her  proud  head  to  receive  the 
weeping  woman's  kiss  and  tears. 

The  whole  group  is  silently  proceeding  down 
the  aisle,  where  the  gypsy,  with  Charley  Gale, 
has  been  waiting.  The  old  man  stepped  for- 
ward and  extended  his  hand  to  congratulate 
the  bride,  but  her  melting  heart  was  overflow- 
ing with  deep  feeling ;  she  threw  herself  on  his 
neck.  Darcy  grasped  his  lingers  with  emotion ; 
and  Charley,  rubbing  his  palms  with  delight, 
whispered  to  Lucy  — 

'*  One  wedding  brings  another." 

The  astonished  girl  looked  up  to  Leslie  for 
some  explanation  of  what  she  saw,  and  as  she 
gazed  on  her  proud  companion  in  the  gipsy's 
arms,  Lucy  glanced  from  Darcy  to  his  wife, 
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and  thought  Ada  the  madder  of  the  two. 
Leslie  spoke  to  her  in  a  low  tone,  words, 
which  made  Lucy's  features  lighten  ;  young 
hope  rose  from  her  heart,  and  holdmg  his 
lamp  to  her  eyes,  they  appeared  to  dance  with 
joy  as  she  raised  her  face  ;  and  yet  he  had 
only  whispered — 

**  You  ought  to  like  the  old  fortune-teller ; 
he  told  me  that  Mr.  Ilervey  expects  soon  to 
confess  to  you  bis  love  and — and — " 

^'  And  Mr.  Butterworth,"  interrupted  young 
Gale,  "  will  be  wanted  again.'' 

Kennedy  was  devoted  in  his  attentions  to 
Emma ;  but  a  close  observer  could  see  her 
spirits  were  forced,  and  that  the  saiile  was 
more  as  if  the  heart  had  felt  some  sudden 
pang  of  pain  than  of  pleasure. 

In  spite  of  her  efforts  to  appear  cheerful, 
her  brow  dee;;ened  as  she  watched  Leslie 
.^whispering  to  Lucy,  and  saw  the  sweet  ex- 
pression of  the  upturned  face.  An  involuntary 
compression  of  her  lips,  an  effort  at  staying 
the  dutter  which  caused  her  bosom  to  rise 
and  fall  as  her  breath  varied  in  its  respirations, 
an  uneasiness  for  a  moment,  during  which  her 
colour  would  come  and  go,  all  bespoke  her 
jealous  of  Lucy. 

But  now  they  are  all  out  in  the  sunshine, 
whose  rays  have   absorbed  every  tear ;   even 
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Mrs.  Talbot  is  trying  to  smile  on  Darcy,  whose 
cheerful  temperament  is  acted  on  by  the  clear 
atmospliere. 

The  bride  and  bridegroom  are  in  their  quiet 
carriage,  with  only  a  pair  of  horses.  ISTone 
others  are  to  be  seen,  and  the  crowd  has 
gathered  behind  the  church.  What  is  Mr. 
Talbot  laughing  so  slily  about  ?  Ah  !  here 
comes  an  explanation.  A  splendid  chariot  with 
four  greys,  and  close  behind  it  another,  with 
four  bays  ;  the  panels  of  the  latter  bearing 
Colonel  Dawson's  coat  of  arms.  White  stream- 
ers are  floating  from  the  horses'  rosettes ;  what 
huge  favours  in  the  postillion's  breasts  ! 

There  is  a  little  manoeuvering  on  Emma's 
part — 

*^  Lucy  dearest,"  she  said,  *^  you  must  come 
with  me ;  papa  and  the  old  people  can  go 
together." 

^*  What  will  Lydia  say  if  Mr.  Butterworth 
is  classed  among  them  ?"  asked  Lucy,  laughing 
and  adding,  ''  I  shall  be  happy  anywhere." 

There  was  a  little  generalship  in  placing  the 
parties  ;  Kennedy  and  Lucy,  were  placed  face 
to  face,  and  Leslie  and  Emma  in  a  similar 
situation,  compelling  him  to  address  her. 
Never  did  girl  answer  questions  in  a  gentler 
tone.  Emma  had  determined  on  reading  his 
thoughts  in  his  face,   and  yet  she  had  never 
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looked  or  ratlier  only  glanced  at  it  but  once, 
and  then  catching  the  infectious  colour  from 
his  cheek,  she  felt  silence  a  happy  relief.  The 
master  of  hounds  was  in  high  humour,  and  ex- 
erted all  his  powers  to  cheer  Colonel  Dawson 
and  his  wife,  who  were  both  silent  and  thought- 
ful ;  the  old  officer  was  beginning  to  under- 
stand the  cause  of  his  daughter's  fits  of  ab- 
straction. 

Mr.  Eutterworth  began  to  argue  some  point 
with  Mr.  Talbot,  which  the  latter  overcame  by 
saying — 

''  You  are  right,  I  promised  to  go  to  church 
with  a  pair,  and  I  did  so,  but  I  made  no  rash 
vows  how  I  was  to  return,  therefore  Mrs. 
Darcy  cannot  scold  me  for  airing  my  horses  on 
a  wedding  day — tut !  nonsense  I  my  dear,"  to 
his  wife,  ''  I  lite  occasions  like  this,  which 
only  occur  once  in  one's  life,  to  be  properly 
celebrated — excited  !  did  you  say  ?  What  is 
it  to  a  hundred  pink  coats,  as  many  horses, 
and  a  pack  of  musical  dogs  joining  chorus,  and 
in  the  sweetest  tones  singing,  '  come  on,'  such 
excitement  harms  not  Darcy." 

jS'ot withstanding  Ada's  wish  to  have  all 
quietly  gone  through,  cro.vds  of  people  had 
gathered  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  leading  to  Tal- 
bot Hall,  where  they  waited  with  happy  faces 
and  holiday  suits  to  till  the  air  with  their  joy- 
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0U8  and  hearty  welcomes.  Swarms  of  the 
peasantry  surrounded  the  carriage  ;  and  taking 
out  the  horses,  in  opposition  to  Ada's  wish, 
dashed  it  up  the  road,  Darcy  laughing  heartily, 
and  encouraging  them  not  to  be  passed  by  the 
carriages  and  four,  whose  postillions  only  wanted 
a  nod  to  have  made  it  a  racing  affair. 

Ada's  English  blood  boiled,  as  her  young 
husband,  entering  into  the  sport,  heart  and 
soul,  shouted — 

"  Go  along !  they  are  following  at  a  good 
canter,  hark  to !  forward  !''  Then  looking 
down  the  road,  and  turning  to  his  bride,  his 
eyes  sparkling  with  pleasure,  he  said,  ^^  my 
uncle  and  old  Dawson  liave  done  the  thing 
handsomely,  Ada,  dear,  only  fancy,  two  char- 
riots  and  four  with  outriders,  look,  you  will  be 
pleased,  ii  is  all  out  of  compliment  to  you." 

The  anxious  bride  di%\ving  him  to  her  side, 
watched  her  husband's  features  with  the  ten- 
derest  solicitude,  and  asked  if  he  would  pro- 
mise to  keep  near  her  and  not  join  in  any  of 
the  day's  sports;  for  already  were  they  roasting 
whole  sheep  in  the  lawn,  where  tents  w^ere 
rising  up  like  magic. 

*'  I  wdl  go  where  ever  my  heart  leads,"  he 
w^hispered,  gazing  affectionately  on  his  bride, 
''  and  you  may  be  sure,"  smiling,  ^'  that  will 
not  be  a  long  way  from  you." 
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As  they  reached  the  hall,  neither  of  them 
seemed  conscious  of  the  noise,  and  loud  shouts 
of  welcome.  Darcy's  head  was  on  Ada's 
shoulder,  their  fingers  were  intertwined,  and 
he  murmured--- 

"  I  could  remain  thus  for  ever." 

When  Darcy  opened  the  carriage  door  after 
it  had  been  at  a  stand  still  for  some  time,  he 
whispered,  with  a  sigh — 

"  Ada,  love,  we  are  already  at  Talbot 
Hall.''  - 

Father  Tracey,  with  his  riding-whip,  cut  a 
passage  for  himself  through  the  peasants,  who, 
laughing  at  his  sham  anger,  stood  aside,  look- 
ing admiringly  on  the  bride.  When  he  neared 
the  carriage  he  bared  his  head  and  bowed  cour- 
teously ;  but  when  Darcy  took  his  hand,  and 
Mrs.  l)arcy  did  the  same,  (for  he  held  back), 
a  flush  of  gratified  pride  shot  over  the  priest's 
face,  and  he  said,  feelingly — 

''May  God  prosper  and  bless  you  both," 
and  turning  aside  to  let  tliem  pass  up  the 
steps  he  went  to  the  next  carriage. 

The  dejeuner  went  off  admirably,  everything 
bespoke  the  best  taste;  no  groaning  tables 
laden  with  sumptuous  food  from  which  the 
refined  palate  turns  with  distaste;  the  dainties 
were  spread  with  elegant  lightness,  rather  or- 
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nainenting  than  crushing.  Conversation  Imng 
at  first,  but  soon  the  rallying  jokes,  in  which 
Darcy  considered  himself,  as  a  married  man, 
privileged  to  indulge,  not  only  drew  forth 
smiles  but  blushes,  as  he  said  to  each  lady, 
'^  go  thou,  and  do  likewise." 

But  soon  thcjre  followed  tears,  for  a  travel- 
ling carriage  and  four  posters  waited  to  take 
away  the  bride  and  bridegroom.  Adieus  have 
been  repeated  over  and  over.  The  air  is  tilled 
with  the  huzzas  which  are  lioating  a  long  way 
after  the  young  couple ;  and  now  the  carriage 
has  disappeared. 

Ihe  gipsy  and  the  olive  faced  little  girl  are 
standing  close  to  the  steps  of  Talbot  Hall.  The 
priest  has  led  the  young  lortune-leller  aside, 
and  is  planning  a  joke  for  Mr.  Butter  worth, 
which  makes  her  laugh  immoderately.  Mr. 
Talbot,  Colonel  Dawson,  Captain  Leslie,  and 
even  Mrs.  Talbot  are  in  the  plot;  every  one  but 
Lucy,  Lydia,  and  the  good  man  himself. 

''  Come,  Mr.  Butter  worth,  and  get  your 
fortune  told,"  said  the  priest,  as  seriously  as  a 
judge,  "it  will  amuse  Miss  Eodney,  she  looks 
so  sorrowful  since  her  father's  death." 

*'  Do,  do !"  exclaimed  Lucy,  leading  him 
like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter. 

"Disperse  the  crowd,  Mr.  Tracey,"  said  Mr, 
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Butterworth,  nervously,  as  the  young  pro- 
phetess took  his  hand  and  looking  archly  from 
the  priest  to  Mr.  Talbot,  began — 

''  Eeverend  sir,"  as  no  one  but  Mr.  Tracey 
knew  what  was  to  follow,  they  all  listened  at- 
tentively, ^^  you  are  attached  to  a  military 
man's  daughter.'' 

^'  True,"  he  answered,  aluiost  unconsciously. 

*^  You  would  wed  her." 

^^  Ah —  em,  do  not  touch  on  suca  serious 
matters,"  he  said,  withdrawing  his  hand  in 
great  haste,  and  hurrying  to  Miss  Eodney'.s 
side. 

The  little  gipsy  followed,  and  taking  Lydia's 
fingers,  said  — 

"  Let  me  see  thy  pretty  palm,  lady  ?" 

Colouring  and  smiling,  she  pulled  it  away 
and  hid  it  under  her  shawl.  Lucy  prevailed  ; 
Mr.  Butterworth,  notwithstanding  his  non-be- 
lief, fixed  his  eyes  with  a  kind  of  awe  on  the 
young  prophetess,  who  resumed,  afresh — 

''  Ladv,  once  thou  thousrhtest  well  of  a 
clergyman  of  the  church  of  England,  but  now' 
thy  heart  v/anders  to  a  holy  priest." 

''  'Noj  no,"  muttered  Mr.  Butterworth,  un- 
easily. 

"Yes,  yes,"  persisted  the  gipsy  girl,  "him 
thou  once  lovedst,  has  a  bride  already,  he  can- 
not love  two,  he  must  hate  the  one  and  love 
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the  other  ;  lady,  you  are  in  a  dangerous  po- 
sition, he  has  sworn  to  love  the  church.'' 

^'  Out  on  her,  the  mischievous  Jezebel," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Butterworth. 

^'  Let  me  get  fair  play,"  said  the  priest,  in 
liis  friend's  ear.  *'  1  can  change  my  religion, 
or  give  up  the  church  and  marry,  if  she  really 
is  attached  to  me." 

"  Do  you  believe  in  necro:;  ancy,  witchery, 
palmistry,  or  such  wicked  nonsense  ?"  enquired 
Mr.  Butterworth,  peevishly. 

'*  Believe  !  why  not,  when  she  prophesies 
such  agreeable  news  for  me  ;  it  is  only  w^hen 
we  hear  anything  disagreeable  that  we  try  to 
disbelieve,  I  have  implicit  faith — let  her  go  on, 
the  creature." 

Mr.  Butterworth  was  so  angry,  and  Lydia 
coloured  so  deeply  that  Mrs.  Talbot  would  not 
allow  the  joke  to  go  any  further  ;  the  master  of 
hounds  and  the  colonel  sided  with  the  priest,  who 
called  out  for  "  fair  play  ;"  whilst  Lydia's  true 
lover  declared  it  was  a  diabolical  creed  for  any 
enlightened  man  to  express  faith  in  such  a 
doctrine,  asking  the  blushing  girl  if  she 
believed. 

*^No,"  replied  Miss  Eodney,  pressing  his 
arm. 

*^  Then,  let  us  come  away  ?  I  am  surprised 
at  Mr.  Iracey's  faith  !" 
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The  young  gips}',  spying  little  Mary  at  a  dis- 
tance, looking  on  with  fear,  ran  to  .vards  her  ; 
she  fled  to  a  bower,  whither  finding  herself  fol- 
lowed, Mary  began  to  cry,  and  offered  her 
only  shilling  not  to  have  her  fortune  told.  She 
trembled  all  over.  The  young  prophetess  looked 
at  her  for  a  moment,  and  folding  her  arms 
round  the  timid  child,  in  spite  of  her  struggles 
and  tears,  then  covering  her  face  with  kisses, 
whispered,  in  her  thick  voice — 

''  Do  not  cry,  I  would  not  harm  you  for 
worlds,"  taking  from  her  pocket  a  cambric 
kerchief  she  passed  it  gently  over  Mary's  eyes." 

*^  Where  did  you  get  that  ?"  ask  jd  the  child, 
looking  on  the  initials,  and,  in  her  surprise, 
forgetting  her  fears,  '^  it  is  Charley  Gale's.  I — I 
know  it — because  he  asked  me  to  work  a  C.  and 
a  G-.  in — in  my  own  hair." 

The  gipsy  would  have  kissed  her  again,  biu 
Mary  fled  in  alarm. 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  say,"  said  the  prie 
to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Talbot,  'Hhat  you  did  not  know 
your  butler  was  married  by  me  this  morning." 

A  few  lines  will  sufiice  to  give  a  slight 
description  of  the  wedding. 

A.t  the  time  Darcy  was  being  married,  there 
gingled  along  the  high  road,  leading  from  the 
parish  chapel   to  Talbot  Jlall,   a   most  extra- 
ordinary outside  car,  which,  if  age  always  mat 
0  2 
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with  clue  respect,  ought  to  have  ensured  to  it 
perfect  veneration.  The  horse,  though  not  so 
old  as  Methusalah,  was  worthy  of  the  vehicle. 
The  party  seated  on  it  was  a  very  remarkable 
one.  The  privileged  old  butler,  who  had  that 
morninsf  been  married  to  the  late  widow,  Mrs. 
Quigley  (as  the  little  fortune-teller  prophesied) 
had  on  a  bright  blue-coat,  extraordinarily  tight- 
fitting  small  clothes,  and  a  white  cravat,  so 
formidably  stiff,  that  it  forced  his  head  to  the 
skies  Yiith  all  the  dignity  of  a  suffering  martyr. 
By  his  side  sat  the  dame  of  his  choice,  her 
blooming  red  face,  on  which  was  an  undying 
blush,  encased  within  a  blue  satin-bonnet,  with 
cherrv-coloured  linings,  subdued  bv  the  stand- 
ing  blaze  on  lier  check,  which  lire,  in  her 
capacity  as  cook,  had  rendered  lasting.  A 
profusion  of  orange  flowers,  loop(^d  up  with 
green  ribbons!  her  dress!  what  else  could  a 
bride  wear  but  pure  and  innocent  white.  Her 
shawl,  in  which  wore  combined  ail  the  colours 
of  the  rainbow,  was  thrown  open,  to  display  a 
gilded  chain,  to  which  a  mischievous  urchin 
hinted,  was  attached,  a  turnip. 

On  the  opposite  side  sat  Sergeant  Berrigan, 
in  full  uniform,  with  a  monster  favour,  nearly 
impeding  the  play  of  the  whip,  w.  ich  he  used 
unremittingly.  By  him  was  Mrs.  Potts,  who, 
for  the  occasion,  had  laid  aside  her  widow's 
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mourning,  and  now  so  far  outrivalled  the  bride 
elect,  that  the  dress  of  the  one  was  describable, 
whilst  that  of  the  Englishwoman  was  beyond 
description.  Notwithstanding  the  Sergeant's 
researches,  with  the  whip,  for  tender 
spots,  the  animal  q^\j  shook  his  head  and 
switched  his  tail,  expressive  of  his  determina- 
tion not  to  alter  his  solemn  gait,  or  make  a  fool 
of  himself  by  scampering  np  the  hill  like  a 
young  colt.  Mrs.  Potts,  losing  all  patience, 
when  she  saw  the  crowd  coming  to  meet  them, 
probed  the  old  patriarch  with  her  umbrella ; 
instantly  he  stopped  short,  and  turning  his 
head  round  with  the  scriptural  solemnity  of 
Balaam's  ass,  looked  steadily  on,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "  offer  such  an  indignity  again,  and  I  will 
kick  your  brains  out."  At  this  standing  crisis, 
the  joyous  peasants,  ready  for  a  ^  trifle  of  diver- 
sion,' rushed  down  the  road,  huzzahing,  waving 
branches,  pitching  up  hats — so  confounding 
the  ancient  sire — unaccustomed  to  such  honours 
— that  after  pricking  his  ears,  and  staring  in 
wonder,  he  at  last  turned  short  with  such  un- 
graceful precipitancy,  that  one  wheel  got  into 
the  road- side  drain,  squeezing  Berrigan  and 
Mrs,  Potts  almost  to  death  against  the  soft 
ditch.  But  in  a  trice  the  many  hands  made 
light  work,  the  staid  steed  was  unyoked,  and 
the  bridal  party  dragged  up  with  all  honours  to 
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Talbot  Hall ;  the  father  of  horses,  meantimej  so 
far  forgetting  his  dignity  as  to  fill  his  mouth 
with  prickly  furze,  and  make  the  most  hideous 
grimaces,  as  if  he  was  turning  the  sons  of  men 
into  contemptuous  ridicule. 

^'So  you  are  come,  Joe^J'  said  Lucy,  stroking 
the  boy's  hound,  and  adding,  "  the  gipsy  gave 
you  my  message." 

Mr.  Hervey  told  Joe  to  come,"  replied  the 
fool  quietly. 

"  Mr.  Herv<3y  !  What  do  you  mean  ?"  she 
asked,  leading  him  into  the  hall,  and  looking 
inquiringly  into  his  undisturbed  face — ''You 
mean — tell  me — are  you  sure  you  have  seen — 
Mr.  Hervey  ?" 

'*  Pilot  knows  him ;  he  smells  everybody ; 
and  Joe  saw  him  shake  his  head,  and  lay 
back  the  ears,  and  wag  the  tail,  as  he  used 
to  do  to  Mr.  Hervey — that's  the  for  Joe  knew 
him." 

''Was  he  dressed  like  a  Manx  sailor?  eh  ! 
tell  me,  there's  a  good  boy." 

Joe,  catching  sight  ol  a  stuffed  fox,  ap- 
proached it,  and  putting  his  hand  carefully  on 
the  animal's  back,  said — 

"  The  creature  is  asleep  with  his  two  eyes 
open — down  Pilot !  you  must  not  growl  at  it, 
poor  thing  I" 

Lucy,  finding  him  so  taken  up,   went   into 


TALBOT   HALL.  295 

the  dining-room,  and  returning  with  a  piece  of 
cake  and  a  glass  of  port,  said,  coaxingly — 

'*  Now,  you  will  tell  me  about  Mr.  Hervey 
— here,  take  it — drink  this." 

^' Joe  won't  drink  blood,''  replied  Joe  with  a 
shudder ;  "  only  Denny  and  Pilot  that  sups 
up  sheep's  blood.  When  my  poor  arm  was 
hurt,  James  Young  put  the  cloth  on  to  stop 
it  running,  and  Joe  loves  him." 

"  What  is  that  you  say  ?"  asked  Leslie,  who 
had  been  in  deep  conversation  with  the  old 
gipsy,  and  now  came  suddenly  on  them." 

Joe  looked  at  him  quietly,  and  taking  the 
cake,  said — 

'^  Joe  loves  Mr.  Hervey ;"  and  laughing 
aloud  as  he  shared  it  with  the  hound,  he  added, 
^'  Pilot  is  the  boy  that  knows  him." 

^^Oh!  Captain  Leslie,"  &aid  Lucy,  '^  keep 
me  no  longer  in  suspense — why  does  Mr. 
Hervey  disguise  himself  as  a  sailor  ?  Why — 
if  he  loves  me,  does  he  not — " 

'^Lady,"  interrupted  the  gipsy,  joining  them 
at  this  moment,  "  I  would  see  thee  for  a  mo- 
ment." 

^^  Why  does  Mr.  Hervey  shun  me,  old  man  ?" 
she  asked  firmly. 

"Be — because — but,  lady — if  he  could  only 
get  the  certificate — and  knew  that  T^ady  Gor- 
don— but  no,   no — a  few  days  more  may  clear 
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up  all.      Did  not  Sir  Henry  Gale  tell  me  to 
bid  Miss  Gordon  hope — tbat  her  mother  and 

Mr.  Hervey's   mother ;"    he   became    so 

agitated  that  he  moved  away,  saying,  ''  Lady, 
I  must  into  the  open  air." 

Lucy  offered  him  wine ;  he  shook  his  head, 
seemed  about  to  return,  wavered,  then  hurried 
away. 

*' Pilot  is  smelling  him,"  remarked  Joe, 
laughing  again  ;  ^^  good  dog !" 

Leslie  requested  Lucy  not  to  follow  the  old 
man  ;  but  she  would  not  be  put  off,  and  was  on 
his  footsteps. 

Emma  Dawson,  coming  up  at  this  moment, 
found  herself  alone  with  Leslie ;  an  awkward 
pause  ensued ;  as  they  entered  the  hall  toge- 
ther, she  said  in  a  tremulous  whisper — 

"What  have  I  done,  Captain  Leslie,  to 
offend  you  ?" 

He  drew  his  breath  hurriedly,  and  after 
another  pause,  replied — 

*'Mr.  Hervey's  prospects  are  hourly  bright- 
ening, and  mine — "  he  sighed  deeply. 

'^Conlide  to  me,"  said  Emma  in  the  most 
winning  tone,  *'  the  cares  which  are  on  your 
mind.  Oh  !  let  me  share  them — let  me 
lighten  them !" 

Leslie  looked  on  her — her  eyes  were  dimmed 
with  tears — her  love  had  overcome  her  pride. 
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He  took  her  soft  hand,  and  linconsciously 
pressed  the  tapery  fingers,  then  starting,  as  if 
from  a  dream,  he  drew  back,  and  groaning 
aloud,  said — 

^'  I  must  not  yield  to  this  infatuation." 
^'  There  !  there  !  look  lady  !"  exclaimed  the 
gipsy  girl,  touching  Lucy's  arm  as  she  stood 
gazing  after  the  old  man,  who  was  far  away. 
'^  It  is  the  judge's  carriage.  To-morrow  will 
be  the  day  of  Young's  trial." 
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CKAPTEE  XIX. 


DEmAVED  curiosity  on  the  Dart  of  women,  and 
unnatural  eagerness  on  that  of  men  to  behold 
one  who  was  supposed  to  have  shed  human 
blood,  had  caused  the  Court-house  on  this,  the 
second  day  of  trial,  to  Ijg  thronged  to  a  danger- 
ous extent.  Many  were  there  to  gratify  their 
vitiated  tastes ;  even  young  girls  stood  un- 
blushing in  the  galleries,  some  of  them  thinking 
only  of  preserving  their  dress  uncrushed.  A 
few  there  were,  who,  after  the  Court  had  been 
sitting  for  some  hours,  preferring  the  crush 
within  to  the  mud- trampled  streets  and  inces- 
sant rain  without,  strained  themselves  through 
the  nearly  choked  entrance,  becoming  key 
wedges,  and  rendering  this  human  mass  almost 
immoveable.  Ever  and  again,  persons  who 
were  unaccustomed  to  the  overpowering  heat, 
sought,  before  they  became  too  faint,  to  retire, 
but  in  vain.  Others  again  in  the  intensity  of 
their  interest,  remained  until  a  sickenirg  feeling 


TALBOT    HALL.  299 

overcome  tliem,  and  then  leaned  on  their 
neighbours,  or  were  borne  over  the  crowd. 
The  police  had  orders  to  refuse  further 
admittance,  unless  to  members  of  the  bar, 
or  persons  otherwise  connected  with  the  pro- 
ceedings. 

The  examination  of  the  witnesses  was  already 
proceeding.  The  counsel  for  the  prosecution 
having  previously,  in  a  forcible  opening  of  the 
case,  explained  to  the  jury  the  nature  of  the 
evidence  about  to  be  adduced  against  the  pri- 
soners, had  dwelt  on  the  unusually  clear  nature 
of  that  evidence.  Two  policemen  who  had 
been  set  to  watch  Doyle  on  the  night  of  the 
murder  (it  having  been  known  that  he  contem- 
plated escaping),  proved  to  his  having  returned 
to  his  home  at  a  late  hour,  in  company  with 
jS^owlan,  and  Young's  previous  stealthy  en- 
trance, which  was  corroborated  by  Mrs.  Potts. 
They  also  proved  to  Young  having  been  armed 
with  a  heavy  bludgeon.  It  had  been  shown 
that  ill  will  existed  between  the  prisoner  and 
the  Agent,  since  the  latter  had  distrained  for 
rent.  Kennedy  had  established  the  facts  of 
his  attempted  concealment,  guilty  confusion  on 
the  police  entering  tLe  house,  the  shirt  he  had 
on  being  one  of  the  murdered  man's^  and 
Nelly's  being  discovered  in  the  act  of  v  adiing 
blood  out  of  the  prisoner's  shirt,  from  which, 
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though  part  of  the  name  had  heen  torn,  the 
upper  part  of  the  initials,  '^  J.  Y."  still  re- 
mained. The  counsel  for  the  prisoner  had,  in 
vain,  tried  to  shake  the  evidence  of  the  above 
witnesses ;  their  testimony  had  been  clear,  and 
their  characters  unimpeachable.  During  the 
examination  of  these  witnesses,  all  eyes  turned 
from  time  to  time  on  Young,  who,  though  appa- 
rently confused  by  the  legal  technicalities, 
and  overwhelmed  by  the  mass  of  evidence 
against  him,  strove  to  appear  hopefu]  :  he 
faced  the  Court  with  a  manly  courage,  which 
at  first  awoke  the  sympathy  of  all  present, 
but  by  degrees,  as  fact  after  fact  appeared 
against  him  in  the  evidence,  was  begin- 
ning to  be  considered  an  additional  corobo- 
ration  of  the  cool-blooded  villany  of  the  mur- 
derer. jS^elly's  demeanour  was  totally  different. 
Her  cheek  was  colourless,  and  lier  eyes  cast 
down,  except  when  by  an  involuntary  move- 
ment they  travelled  for  an  instaiit  over  the  sea 
of  faces  that  surrounded  her.  Gradually,  how- 
ever, she  overcame  the  feeliug  of  terror  that 
had  previously  held  sway  over  her.  But 
when  she  heard  the  name  of  Nowlan  loudly 
called,  and  loudly  repeated  by  the  different 
policemen  placed  to.  summon  the  witnesses, 
then  her  eyes  closed— a  withering  contortion 
disfigured  her  face. 
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"When  Xowlan  entered  the  witness  box,  a 
ghastly  pallor  hung  over  his  features,  though 
he  strove  to  mask  the  terror  he  could  not  sub- 
due, under  the  appearance  of  deep  sorrow. 
Kever  once  did  he  raise  his  face. 

The  crown  counsel  began  his  examination  by 
enquiring  if  he  had  seen  Doyle  on  the  night  of 
his  murder. 

*'  I  did,  your  honor." 

''You  must  turn  towards  the  jury  and  give 
them  your  answers,"  observed  the  counsel ;  re- 
suHiiug,  ''  At  what  hour  did  you  see  Mr. 
Doyle  last  on  that  night  ?" 

'*  A  trifle  before  eleven  o'clock." 

''  How  long  did  you  remain  with  him  ?" 

"  Only  as  long  as  a  body  would  take  to  tell 
a  neighbour  he  would  come  and  wake  him  up 
at  one  o'clock." 

"  How  came  you  to  be  there  ?" 

''In  the  regard  of  being  there,  why,  your 
honor,  it's  no  use  iu  concealing  it,  he  was  for 
going  to  America,  and  made  nie  promise  to 
help  him  to  get  away  unknown  to  any  one." 

''  When  he  lelt  you,  where  did  he  go  ?" 

''  Most  like  to  the  bed." 

"  Did  you  leave  the  house  immediately  ?" 

"  Well  then,  no  ;  it  rained  so  powerhil  I 
waited  a  start  under  the  door  wav." 
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^'  Did  you  hear  any  stir  in  the  house  as  if 
any  one  might  be  moving  about  ?" 

''  Yes,  I  saw  James  Young  through  the  back 
kitchen  window  as  I  passed.^' 

''  What  was  he  doing  ?" 

^^  He  was  walking  up  and  down,  and  his  face 
was  like  as  if  he  was  very  angry. ^' 

"  Had  he  anything  in  his  hand  ?" 

^'Yes,  a  stick.'' 

^'Did  it  not  occur  to  you  that  he  might  be 
there  for  an  evil  purpose  ?" 

The  counsel  for  the  defence  objected  to  this 
question,  \\hen  the  crown  prosecutor  substi- 
tuted— 

"  Did  you,  at  the  time,  think  anything  of 
his  being  there  ?" 

"  ]^o  ;  but  when  I  got  home,  it  came  into 
my  head,  bow  he  had  said  he  would  be  re- 
venged on  the  Agent  for  turning  his  family  on 
the  high  road,  and  for  breaking  his  father's 
heart." 

The  prosecutor  sat  down;  and  Young's 
counsel  rose  to  cross-examine  the  witness. 

^^  You  said,  just  now,"  lie  beiian,  ''  that  the 
prisoner  had  a  stick  in  his  hand.'' 

"I  did." 

"Lookup,  and  face  the  jury  like  an  honest 
man,  if  you  &re  one  I"  exclaimed  the  quet- 
lioner. 
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Bat  ^owlan,  though  he  raised  his  head,  still 
hung  do^ya,  as  it  were,  his  eyes. 

"Can  you  not  face  them?"  thundered  the 
counsel  at  liim. 

'^  It's  easy,  knowing  that  your  honor  is  not 
a  father,"  whined  Nowlan,  glancing  fiii'tively 
towards  his  own  daughter. 

To  this  reply  the  counsel  took  no  heed  ;  but 
it  was  evident  he  had  failed  in  his  attempt. 

'•You  saw  a  stick  in  his  hand.  l3o  you 
think  a  blow  from  that  stick  could  have  dealt 
murder  ?" 

For  an  instant,  ^owlan's  eye  scanned  the 
counsel's  face,  then  resuming,  in  his  tone  of 
abject  humility,  he  said — 

'^  Sure,  your  honor,  if  an  able  fellow  handled 
it — but  the  like  of  an  old  man." 

'^  How  old  are  you  ?" 

"  Three  score." 

''Your  memory  seems  very  good  for  your 
a'jre.  Can  you  recall  to  mind  what  the  nature 
of  your  conversation  was  witn  the  Agent  just 
before  he  left  you  ?" 

No>vlan  pondered  awhile,  then  replied — 

''  It  v/as  ni  the  regard  of  my  calling  hi  in  at 
one  o'clock.'' 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  bat  all  your  conversation 
could  not  be  abjut  that ;  for  yon  seem  to  be 
ablo  to  say  what  you  want  in  very  few  words. 
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Was  there  no  arrangement  discussed  as  to  how 
his  valuables  were  to  be  got  quietly  away  ?" 

^^For  certain ;  but  I  did  not  understand  the 
sense  of  your  honor's  meaning." 

^'  Was  not  Doyle  supposed  to  have  had  a 
good  deal  of  money  by  him  ?" 

"  If  he  had,  lie  was  too  cute  to  let  the  like 
of  me  know.  Most  like  he  would  have  sent  it 
away  beforehand." 

^'  Then,  on  your  oath,  he  did  not  consult 
you  about  his  money,  nor  tell  you  where  it 
was  ?" 

^^  By  the  virtue  of  my  oath,  he  did  not." 

The  counsel  seemed  either  to  imagine  that 
Nowlan  could  not  be  shaken  in  his  evidence, 
or  tliat  he  was  only  strengthening  the  case 
against  the  prisoners.  Whatever  ultimate  ob- 
ject he  had  in  view,  he  sat  down. 

An  exulting  smile,  the  only  genuine  one  that 
had  ^^  orked  his  furrowed  features,  gleamed  for 
an  instant  on  N'owlan's  face,  but  vanished  as 
quickly,  when  the  counsel,  ri&ing  afresh,  said, 
addressing  the  bench — 

''  Your  lordship,  1  may  require  to  examine 
this  witness  again,  and  request  that  he  may 
not  be  permitted  to  leave  the  court." 

This  closed  the  case  for  the  prosecution. 

No  further  evidence  was  brought  forward  on 
behalf  of  the  crown.     It  now  became  the  turn 
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of  the  connsel  for  the  prisoners  to  address  the 
jury,  and  to  produce  his  witnesses,  if  he  had 
any,  which  seemed  very  uncertain. 

Young's  manly  but  prison- wasted  features 
had  deepened  into  gloomy  despair  ;  he  glanced 
towards  ^elly,  who  returned  his  look  with  a 
sad  smile  of  encouragement. 

A  slight  pause  ensued,  during  which  the 
long- sustained  attention  of  the  jury  and  the 
crowded  court  found  vent.  The  jury  began 
a  whispered  conference  in  small  knots ;  the 
prevailing  expression  on  their  countenances 
augured  gloomily  for  the  prisoners.  They, 
too,  for  the  moment,  seemed  to  seek  a  respite 
from  the  wild  throbbing  of  their  hearts,  and 
to  nerve  themselves  for  the  renewed  struggle 
between  life  and  death. 

The  counsel  for  the  prisoners  having  ad- 
dressed the  jury,  and  stated  the  nature  of  the 
evidence  he  intended  to  produce  on  their  be- 
half, called,  Hugh  O'Neil. 

"  Hugh  O'Neil  1"  vociferated  the  crier. 

And  instantly  the  whole  living  mass  was 
again  stilled  into  the  most  profound  attention. 

O'Neil  entered  the  witness  box,  a  care-worn, 
sick-stricken  man.  A  very  shadow  of  the  once 
manly  being  the  reader  had  formerly  known. 
There  sat  on  his  brow  a  look  of  truth — truth 
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purified  in  the  furnace  of  affliction  1  which 
seemed  an  imao^ed  echo  of  that  thrilling  oath — 
''  So  help  you  God." 

The  counsel  did  not,  for  some  seconds,  in- 
terrogate him,  perhaps  at  a  loss  how  to  begin 
his  difficult  task — perhaps  he  feared  to  break 
the  spell  which  he  felt  the  witness  had  evoked 
by  his  touching  demeanour.  At  last,  he  be- 
gan— 

*'  You  have  a  son,  have  you  not  ?" 

'*A  poor  simple — but  the  Almighty  knows 
the  creature  is  dearer  to  me  than  any  of  my 
children,  in  the  regard  of  his  being  entirely 
beholdinj:^  to  me.'' 

^'  Has  he  been  in  the  habit  of  wandering 
about  at  night  ?" 

"  The  poor  boy,  your  honor,  is  uncertain  in 
his  ways — he  would  take  ill  if  he  was  confine  1. 
He  goes  about,  mostly  at  night,  with  the  old 
dog,  the  two  of  them  hunting  for  hares  ;  some- 
times the  creature  sleeps  in  the  cabin,  other 
times  he  sleeps  under  a  fence  ;  but  the  eye  of 
the  Lord  is  always  on  him,  and  protects  him." 

^'  Is  that  he  ?"  enquired  the  counsel,  pointing 
amongst  the  crowd. 

^' Yes,  your  honour." 

All  eyes  turned,  as  he  replied,  to  gaze 
on  Joe ;    who,  confused  by  the  scene  around 
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him,  stood  wistfully  eyeing  the  choked  up  door- 
ways— even  he  could  see  how  hopeless  escape 
from  court  would  be. 

"Can  you  recall  any  events  that  occurred  on 
the  night  of  Doyle's  murder  ?"  proceeded  the 
counsel. 

"  I  was  brought  down  from  the  mountains, 
because  I  was  too  weak  to  walk,  in  the  regard 
of  the  fever  only  leaving,  and  hunger  biting 
me  hard.  As  I  stood  at  the  cross-roads,  where 
I  met  my  poor  simple,"  here  he  gazed  touch- 
ingly  at  the  boy,  who  being  familiar  with  that 
appellation,  returned  a  look  of  cheerfulness. 
"  Joe  came  up  to  me,  and  I  found  the  poor 
gossoon  had  been  hurt  bad  in  the  arm,  and  that 
it  was  still  bleeding.  I  was  for  taking  off  his 
coat,  to  see  what  I  could  do ;  but  he  told  me 
that  it  had  been  tied  up  by — " 

Here  the  Crown  counsel  started  up,  and  in- 
terrupting the  witness,  objected  that  what  had 
been  said  to  him  could  not  be  admitted  as 
evidence. 

When  his  lordship  explained  to  Hugh  that 
he  must  confine  himself  to  what  he  had  actually 
seen  or  heard  himself,  O'Neil  bowed  sub- 
missively, but  seemed  quite  at  a  loss  to  com- 
prehend why  he  could  not  speak  freely. 

The  counsel  had  to  renew  his  examination. 

''  Do  you  think  the  wound  was  a  recent  one?" 
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"  Sure,  the  blood  was  quite  warm,  and  drop- 
ping over  the  hand  ;  and  Joey  said — "  Again 
the  counsel  rose,  but  did  not  require  to  speak, 
for  O'Neil,  bowing  respectfully,  resumed — ''  I 
will  try  to  speak  according  to  law ;  but  it  is 
hard  for  the  like  of  us  poor  not  to  make 
mistakes." 

"  Then  you  can  positively  assert  that  the 
wound  must  have  been  received  that  night  ?" 

*'  Certain  sure  of  it." 

*'  That  will  do,"  and  the  counsel  sat  down. 

The  cross-examination  now  began,  by  the 
Crown  counsel  asking  Hugh  if  he  could  swear 
he  had  no  ill-will  to  the  Agent  at  the  time  of 
his  death  ? 

"  I  had  forgiven  him  the  wrong  he  did  me, 
as  I  hope  the  Lord  may  forgive  me  the  vv^rong 
I  once  thought  of  doing  him." 

'*  Then  am  I  to  understand  there  were  just 
grounds  for  the  suspicions  against  you  for  having 
once  hred  at  the  Agent  ?" 

Hugh  hung  down  his  head,  then  replied,  in 
a  low  voice — 

a  Yes." 

"  That  will  do." 

''  But,"  persisted  Hugh,  **  I  was  drove  to  it 
by  Nowlan ;  he  made  me  drink,"  a  tremendous 
sensation  manifested  itself,  "  and  then  worked 
me  up,  till  I  was  most  mad,  with  telling  me  the 
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way  Doyle  struck  my  poor  child ;  but,  heaven 
knows,  since  that  same  day,  the  miserable 
creature  I  have  been,  and  never,  to  the  last 
niinate  of  my  life,  will  I  forgive  myself  for 
being  led  by  him  to  that  one  bad  turn — I  must 
have  fired  unknown  to  myself." 

The  imexpected  nature  of  Hugh's  evidence 
immediately  caused  a  strong  revulsion  of  feel- 
ing in  court.  The  tide  of  public  opinion,  which 
had  run  so  strong  against  the  prisoners,  had 
already  turned  ;  and  a  deep  interest  in  their 
favour  was  manifesting  itself,  all  the  deeper 
from  a  sense  of  former  injustice  towards  them. 

Hugh's  eye,  lighting  upon  JSTelly,  rested  on 
her  for  a  moment,  then  turned  towards  her 
father.  An  exclamation  of  pity  burst  irresis- 
tibly from  him,  as  he  left  the  box,  with  his  face- 
buried  in  his  hands.  His  look  and  exclamation 
had  not  escaped  her ;  they  had  gone  direct  to 
that  heart  already  downcast  at  the  dread  of  ex- 
pected disclosures.  Sob  after  sob  burst  from 
the  unhappy  girl. 

Young  placed  his  arm  round  her  waist,  and 
gently  parted  the  hair  back  from  otf  her  face ; 
but  while  striving  to  comfort  her,  his  own  frame 
thrilled  with  as  powerful,  if  not  so  discernible, 
emotion. 

The  prisoner's  counsel  now  stated  that  he  had 
a  witness  whose  evidence  was  of  the  most  vital 
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importance  ;  adding  he  felt  tlie  difficulty  of  his 
position,  as  it  was  Joe — O'Neil's  son. 

This  was  objected  to  ;  the  court  refusing  to 
receive  his  evidence — if  any  could  be  extracted 
from  him. 

The  counsel  then  argued  that  his  person  could 
be  examined,  and  the  fact  of  tlie  recent  wound 
established  to  certainty.  This,  after  some  dis- 
cussion, was  allowed ;  and  one  of  the  officers  of 
court  approached  the  boy,  with  the  intention 
of  leading  him  into  the  box,  but  Joe  clung 
immediately  to  the  bench  on  which  he  sat,  and 
showed  such  signs  of  terror,  that  the  officer 
seemed  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed.  The  prisoner's 
counsel  requested  that  O'JSTeil  might  be  allowed 
to  remove  him,  as  the  poor  boy  would  be  re- 
assured by  his  presence,  and  otfer  no  further 
resistance.  It  was  a  touching  sight  to  behold 
Hugh  approach  Joe,  and  to  hear  him,  in  terms 
of  fondest  endearment,  pacify  his  fears. 

Joe,  partly  reassured,  allovved  his  father  to 
lead  him  in  front  of  the  counsel — suffered  him 
to  remove  the  coat,  and  outer  bandages  from 
his  arm. 

''Is  it  the  falling  sickness  coming  on  ?" 
whispered  his  father;  seeing  Joe,  becoming  pale, 
avert -d  his  head  from  the  blood  stained  ban- 
dages. 

After  a  few  moments  the  feeling  somewhat 
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abated  ;  and  he  stood,  with  a  look  of  vacant  be- 
wilderment, while  a  surgeon  examined  the 
wounded  arm.  He  did  not  give  his  opinion, 
till  after  some  delay,  as  he  found  it  difficult 
to  arrive  at  a  correct  judgment  as  to  the  time 
the  wound  had  been  received,  frooi  its  having 
been  evidently  neglected,  but  was  of  opinion 
that  it  must  have  been  received  within  the 
month,  at  the  farthest.  There  was  another 
point  that  struck  him.  The  wound,  which  was 
from  a  bullet,  was  on  the  left  arm,  on  the 
under  side,  a  little  above  the  wrist ;  a  very 
strange  place ;  unless,  which  he  thought  might 
have  been  the  case,  the  idiot  might  have  acci- 
dent ly  wounded  himself.  He  could  not  under- 
take to  say  this  was  so  ;  but  it  appeared  to  him 
the  only  way  of  accounting  for  the  singularity 
of  the  wound.  He  then,  with  as  much  kindnessas 
skill,  began  to  replace  the  coarse  bandages.  Whilst 
doing  this  his  eye  suddenly  rested  on  a  small  strip 
of  different  texture  to  the  rest,  adhering  partly  to 
the  arm.  After  carefully  examining  it,  he 
handed  the  clotted  rag,  without  a  comment,  to 
the  prisoner's  counsel. 

James  Young,  to  the  astonishment   of   the 
court,  exclaimed — 

^'  That  is  the  part  of  my  shirt  that  I  tore  off.'' 

A  tumultuous  burst   ot*  joy  broke  from  the 

excited   audience.      The  counsel  had  to  wait 
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some  seconds  before  silence  could  be  procured. 
He  then  addressed  the  court,  and  asked  that 
the  fragment  of  cloth  should  instantly  be 
steeped  in  water,  and  then  be  more  carefully 
examined.  While  this  was  being  done, 
Young's  blood-stained  shirt  was  again  pro- 
duced, and  handed  to  the  counsel.  His  whole 
demeanour  had  changed.  His  timely  out- 
burst, if  not  strictly  evidence,  had,  at  least, 
supplied  the  link  in  the  evidence,  which  he  had 
found  it  so  difficult  to  elicit  from  the  witnesses. 

The  strip  corresponded  with  the  part  of  the 
shirt  that  had  been  torn ;  and,  though  faintly 
discernible,  Young's  name — ail  but  the  upper 
portion  of  the  initials  T.  Y. — was  traced  on  the 
fragment. 

One  more  link  in  the  evidence  for  Young 
was  wanted.  Captain  Leslie  entered  the  wit- 
ness box ;  without  waiting  for  auy  interroga- 
tions, he  stated  that  on  the  night  of  the 
murder  he  had  seen  Joe  and  anuther  person 
seated  close  to  him.  He  could  swear  positively 
that  it  was  James  Young. 

The  prisoner's  counsel  then  required  that 
IS^owlan  should  be  again  put  into  the  box. 
Previous  to  his  entering,  the  Attorney  whis- 
pered to  YouDg — 

"  Mention  to  the  court  the  reason  you  came 
to  wear  the  Agent's  shirt." 
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The  prisoner  glanced  towards  IS'elly,  and 
then  relapsed  into  his  former  gloomy  des- 
pondency. 

^'  Tell  the  truth,  or,  if  their  honours  will 
let  me  speak,"  called  out  the  girl. 

She  was  instantly  silenced,  and  Young  said — 

*^  She  lent  me  the  shirt  until  my  own  was 
washed." 

'^  How  long  did  you  expect  to  wear  it  ?" 
questioned  the  Attorney  again. 

"  The  like  of  us  poor  people  think  little  to 
wear  a  shirt  soaking  wet;  I  was  expecting 
to  put  on  my  own,  wet  or  dry,  when  I  left." 

*^  Them  that  strikes  God's  simples  will  be 
killed !"  exclaimed  Joe,  in  spite  of  O'Neil's 
efforts  to  silence  him.  ^'  Joe  knows  who  killed 
Doyle,  and  so  does  Jim,  and — "  the  policeman 
who  approached,  made  the  lad  shrink. 

Whilst  Joe  had  spoken,  lN"owlan  recoiled 
from  his  last  words.  Hate^  after  writhing  on 
his  terrified  and  deceitful  features,  suddenly 
darted  to  his  clear  grey  eye,  and  watched 
with  a  viper's  cunning  for  an  opportunity  to 
Bting  the  boy,  and  then  withdraw  with 
impunity. 

Gasping  as  he  entered   the   box,*   Nowlan 

«  I  have  used  the  word  box,  although  ia  Ireland,  wit- 
nesses are  examined  on  the  table. 

VOL.    III.  P 
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put  on  the  most  hideous  smile,  and  bowed  to 
the  court  without  raisiug  his  eyes. 

*^  At  what  hour  did  you  last  see  Mr.  Doyle 
on  that  night  ?"  asked  the  prisoners'  counsel, 
''  think,  before  answering." 

"  The  two  of  us  were  talking  together,  as 
I  already  told  your  honour,  a  little  before 
eleven  o'clock,  just  when  the  big  lightning 
and  heavy  rain  came  on.  I  went  home  straight, 
and  the  police,  between  twelve  and  one, 
found  me  in  my  bed.  I  got  up,  thinking  to 
be  in  time  to  wake  him,  and  not  knowing  that 
Mr.  Kennedy  was  in  the  bed-room,  knocked  at 
the  window." 

^'  On  your  oath  was  he  alive  when  you 
left  him  ?" 

"  On  the  virtue  of  my  oath  he  was  !" 

The  Counsel  looked  at  him  searchingly, 
then  said,  as  he  sorrowfully  eyed  Nelly,  who 
was  crying  bitterly — 

^'  There  are  reasons  why  I  had  wished  to 
get  a  verdict  of  not  guilty  for  the  prisoners 
without  even  putting  a  question  to  that  man, 
her  father." 

Nowlan  grasped  at  the  side  of  the  witness- 
box,  and  became  deadly  livid ;  recovering,  he 
glanced  restlessly  at  his  daughter. 

^'  You  knew  Ned  Fagan  ?"  asked  the  Counsel, 
addressing  him  afresh. 
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'^  Before  he  died,  your  honour — but  we  kept 
no  company  together — only  once  or  twice, 
in  the  regard  of  knowing  him  before  he 
turned  to  the  bad — before  he  took  to  the  smug- 
gling." 

"  Are  you  aware  that  he  made  a  confession 
on  his  death-bed  ?" 

K'owlan  grasped  the  box  tighter,  and  leaning 
against  it  replied — 

^'  He  could  tell  nothing  on  me — besides, 
who  would  believe  the  man  that  murdered  poor 
Mr.  Darcy  V 

'^  Hoy/  was  it  that  you  proved  an  alibi  in 
his  favour  when  tried  for  that  muder  ?" 

"  Because  we  are  in  a  manner  bound  not  to 
tell  on  any  one  that  rids  the  poor  from  a  hard 
landlord." 

^^  But  you  do  not  mind  betraying  a  dead 
friend," 

^'  True  for  your  honour— but  the  likes  of  us 
that  is  depending  to  our  characters,  must  speak 
up  when  they  are  suspected." 

^^  Will  you  swear  Ned  Eagan  murdered  Mr. 
Darcy  ?" 

''  Yes,  I  will," 

*^  Xowlan !"  called  out  a  voice  of  impressive 
solemnity,  ''  speak  the  truth  !" 

Every  eye  turnod  to  the  gallery.    The  priest, 

p  3 
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who,  in  the  intensity  of  his  deep  interest,  had 
gradually  moved  forward  to  the  front  row, 
seemed  almost  unconscious  that  he  had  spoken. 
Anger  and  disgust  struggled  in  his  counte- 
nance, as  he  recoiled  from  the  gazing 
crowd. 

Nowlan  looked  up  ;  and  meeting  the  priest's 
eye,  drew  back,  shrinking  like  a  withering  leaf 
over  which  had  passed  the  forewarning  blight 
of  death. 

Nelly  too,  unable  to  stand,  sank  to  her  knees, 
and  covering  her  face,  tried  to  stay  the  excess 
of  her  grief. 

The  Judge  pointing  to  the  girl,  desired  that 
she  should  be  supported. 

^'  Oh  your  honour  I"  exclaimed  I^elly,  clasp- 
ing her  hands,  and  speaking  in  spite  of  the 
orders  for  her  silence,  '^  do  not  ask  my 
father  any  more  questions — James  Young  is 
innocent !" 

IN'owlan,  more  dead  than  alive,  glanced  at 
her  beseechingly. 

*^  If  I  die,"  she  murmured  to  herself  as 
she  sank  into  Young's  arms,  *^  I  will  not  be- 
tray him." 

The  Judge,  whose  mien  and  carriage  were 
very  imposing,  leant  forward  on  his  elbow, 
with  his  head  bent  and  a  hand  to  the  back 
of  his  ear,  to   catch  the  girl's  faintest  whis' 
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perings;  his  face,  at  this  moment,  displaying 
a  striking  contrast  between  two  different  ex- 
pressions ;  the  one,  that  of  sternness  which  he 
put  on ;  the  other,  that  of  pity,  which  he  could 
not  put  off. 

"  I  will  not  forsake  my  father,"  sobbed 
Nelly,  burying  her  face  in  her  hands. 

It  was  then  that  the  perspiration  oozed 
through  jS'owlan's  forehead,  and  gathering  into 
huge  drops,  rolled  silently  down  his  cheeks, 
as  if  nature,  softer  than  the  man,  had,  by  one 
of  her  violent  efforts  to  relieve  herself,  forced 
through  his  wrinkled  skin,  the  tears  which  his 
hard  grey  eye  refused  to  weep. 

*^  A  child  go  against  her  own  father — "  she 
muttered,  and  then  fainted. 

The  Judge  turned  away  his  head.  The 
stillness  was  only  disturbed  by  deep  sighs, 
which  rose  on  the  breath  of  the  dense  crowd, 
and  gathering  on  the  windows,  ran  down  in 
large  drops,  as  if  each  respiration  had  been 
charged  v/ith  tears. 

When  the  girl  recovered,  the  counsel  for 
the  prisoner,  who  had  sat  down  for  a  n  oment, 
rose  again.  Slowly  uncovering  a  box  on  which 
he  had  reclined,  he  waited  for  the  deep  feeling 
to  subside  a  little ;  then,  with  some  difficulty, 
placed  it  on  the  table. 

Had  Nowlan  seen  a  snake's  head  ready  to 
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dart  from  it,  he  had  not  been  more  terrified ; 
yet,  he  controlled  himself.  Mr.  Talbot  and 
Colonel  Dawson  watched  him  narrowly.  His 
features  became  frightfully  distorted  under  the 
agony  of  fear. 

Sometiines  on  the  sea-shore,  a  heavy  grouDd 
swell  will  raise  its  head  above  the  still  water, 
and  break  with  a  hollow  murmur.  So  that 
dense  crowd,  at  the  appearance  of  that  ominous 
box,  on  which  Nowlan's  eyes  were  rivetted, 
gave  vent  to  their  emotion  in  a  low  murmur 
of  expectation. 

"  JDo  you  know  that  box  ?"  asked  the 
counsel. 

"Nol" 

"  On  your  oath — did  you  never  see  it  be- 
fore ?" 

"  Once — in  Mr.  Doyle's  room.'^ 

^'When?'' 

"  It  was  there  at  ten  o'clock,  when  I  first 
went." 

^^  Do  you  know  how  it  was  taken  from  his 
room,  or  how  it  came  to  be  buried  in  a 
chasm  of  a  rock,  and  covered  with  loose 
Btones  ?" 

Nowlan's  whole  frame  worked,  his  hands 
opened  and  closed,  his  lips  twisted  and  writhed 
as  does  a  dead  leaf  under  the  influence  of 
scorching  hea^. ;  he  muttered  — 
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"  No  your  honour — not  a  taste  I  know  about 
it,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent." 

"  Do  you  think  the  person  who  took  the  box 
between  ten  and  twelve  o'clock  was  the  same 
that  struck  the  foul  blow  while  Mr.  Doyle 
slept — answer  me  !" 

*^  Most  like  your  honour — he  did,"  muttered 
Nowlan,  shaking  as  if  in  a  fit  of  ague. 

The  counsel  now  called  on  Captain  Kennedy, 
who  came  forward  ;  after  saying  it  had  been  his 
wish  not  to  appear  until  all  the  other  evidence 
was  produced,  he  at  once  went  on  to  tell  the 
court  that  owing  to  strong  suspicions  he  enter- 
tained against  Nowlan,  for  trying  to  escape  in 
the  Black  Snake  with  Ned  Fagan  and  O'Shane, 
he  had  bribed  the  scout  at  the  widow  Brennan's 
who  entering  with  himself  and  another  gentle- 
man, into  the  plot,  to  discover  the  murderer, 
laid  wait  to  see  who  would  disinter  the  Agent's 
box,  which  a  man,  habited  as  a  gipsy,  had  seen 
Nowlan  bury. 

"Our  plan  succeeded,  and  there,"  said  he, 
pointing  to  the  old  wretch,  "  stands  the  man 
who  was  tracked,  followed,  and  seen  to  con- 
ceal it  a  second  time  in  the  crevice  of  the  rock. 
I  allowed  him  to  get  into  the  train  to  make 
sure  of  his  intention  to  escape.  I  found  him 
hid  in  this  sack,"  producing  it  he  held  it  up 
for  general  inspection. 
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A  terrible  feeling  began  to  show  itself  in  the 
court.  Imprecations  burst  forth  against  I^ow- 
lan.  A  Toiee  deep  and  solemn  rolled  down 
from  the  gallery  the  words,  "  n/urder  will 
out." 

This  evidence  wrought  an  entire  change  on 
the  minds  of  the  jury,  who  looked  on  Nowlan 
with  disgust,  as  ho  gasped  for  breath,  like  a 
baited  reptile,  when  the  counsel  asked — 

*' Would  you  know  the  man  if  he  stood  be- 
fore you,  whom  you  approached  by  stealtl),  the 
night  you  concealed  this  box  in  the  rock  ?" 

^^  Your  honour,  must  be — ^joking — I — I — 
never — " 

'^  Were  you  joking,  when  he  suddenly  turned 
on  you,  and  seized  your  hand,  from  which  fell 
a  stone  ?     Did  he  not  prophesy  your  fate." 

The  counsel  made  a  sign. 

I^owlan  staggered  as  if  an  apparition  had 
started  up  before  him.  The  gipsy  came  forth 
from  behind  the  pillar  where  he  had  remained 
concealed.  With  his  arms  crossed,  he  stared 
sternly  on  Nowlan,  without  moving,  without 
uttering  a  word. 

*^  Did  you  ever  meet  this  old  man  ?"  en- 
quired the  counsel,  in  a  low  still  voice, 
'.'  think." 

Nowlan  gasped,  and  swaying  to  and  fro  fell 
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forward  with  the  force  of  a  tree  devoured  by 
its  own  rottenness. 

A  key  dropped  from  his  breast ;  when  picked 
up  it  was  found  to  open  the  box.  Amongst 
gold,  bank  notes,  and  other  papers,  was  dis- 
covered Doyle's  receipt  to  old  Young,  for  rent  for 
which  he  had  driven.  Doyle  had  found,  on 
his  return  home,  (in  the  pocket  of  the  coat  the 
farmer  had  lent  him  on  the  night  his  horse 
was  shot,)  his  o^vn  acknowledgment.  It  was 
therefore  clear  that  the  cause  of  the  old  man's 
resistance,  though  illegal,  had  not  been  without 
provocation. 

When  Xowlan  recovered,  the  first  words  he 
gasped  were — 

''  1  am  lost !" 

The  judge,  here,  addressing  the  counsel  for 
the  prosecution,  asked  him  whether  bethought 
the  case  ought  to  proceed,  who  answered — 

''That,  after  that  intimation,  he  would  leave 
the  case  in  his  lordship's  hands." 

The  judge  then  told  the  jury  that  after  what 
they  had  seen  and  heard,  they  could  not  do 
other  vvise  than  acquit  the  prisoners. 

By  degrees,  the  muttered  execrations  against 
Nowian,  were  gettmg  louder  and  louder,  when 
the  jury,  after  a  short  deliberation,  and  in  the 
midst  of  a  breathless  stillness,  pronounced  the 
words,  ''  not  guilty." 
p  5 
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The  first  person  who  took  Young's  hand,  and 
warmly  congratulated  him,  was  the  counsel  for 
the  prosecution.  Manfully  as  the  poor  fellow 
had  conducted  himself  up  to  the  present  mo- 
ment, he  burst  into  tearsj  and  in  a  broken 
voice,  said — 

^*  She  knew  I  was  innocent — but — must  she 
be  told,  oh — not  to-day — let  her  first  wish  me 
well — then — the  Lord's  will  be  done — she  will 
ask  for  her  father — it  will  be  the  first  ques- 
tion." 

Young  knelt  down ;  and  bowing  his  head 
forward,  sobbed  in  open  court.  They  removed 
him  as  if  he  had  been  a  child. 

Nowlan  peered  from  beneath  his  lowering 
brows ;  no  where  could  his  eye  i  e.st ;  a  search- 
ing stare  met  it  from  every  face.  His  features 
of  an  ashy  hue  became  frightfully  distorted. 
The  shoot  of  hope  that  had  sprang  from  the 
rotten  root,  Vrithered  and  dried  up.  IN^owlan 
fell  back  senseless.  His  motionless  body  wa^^ 
passed  over  the  human  mass. 
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CHAPTEE  XX. 


The  gipsy  and  Captain  Leslie  sat  side  by  side 
on  the  ailing  Baronet's  bed  ;  the  former  related 
the  whole  events  of  the  trial,  in  which  Sir 
Henry  Gale  took  the  deepest  interest.  When 
told  James  Young  was  not  guilty,  and  that 
Nowlau,  on  his  recovery,  was  dragged  to  a 
fellon's  cell  to  stand  his  trial  for  the  murder, 
Gale,  relapsing  from  a  sitting  posture,  lay 
back,  murmuring — 

"  Heaven  be  praised." 

After  the  gipsy  had  wiped  the  damps  from 
the  sick  man's  forehead,  Sir  Henry  resumed, 
in  a  firmer  voice — 

^' There  remains  yet  one  to  be  cleared  of  a 
similar  foul  stain — it  is  but  presumptive  evi- 
dence in  her  case  too — and  has  not  to-day's 
trial  for  the  murder  of  the  Agent  proved  how 
powerfully  it  may  tell  against  an  innocent 
man— with  her  too — it  may  be  equally  de- 
ceptive." 
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*^  What  would  I  not  sacrifice,"  said  the 
gipsy,  '^  if  the  mists  that  have  so  long  hung 
around  an  unhappy  mother  may  be  dissipated 
by  your  means,  and  her  innocence  be  estab- 
lished at  last — this  hope  is  delicious." 

The  door  opened  at  this  moment.  Sir  Henry 
Gale  waved  to  his  wife  not  to  enter.  Seeing 
they  were  in  deep  conversation,  she  smiled  her 
meek  smile,  and  withdrew. 

'*  Your  future  prospects  are,  indeed,  bright- 
ening," said  Gale,  addressing  the  gipsy, 
''  every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining—  but  you, 
Leslie,"  his  voice  faltered  as  he  took  his  hand, 
and  resumed,  "  the  cloud  over  you  has  no 
bright  opening.  I  know  not  the  moment  I 
may  be  summoned  from  this  world,  therefore,  1 
would  speak  to  you  both  now,  whilst  my  re- 
maining strength  still  enables  me  to  do  it." 
Seeing  that  Leslie  colored  deeply.  Gale  pressed 
his  fingers  with  all  his  weak  might,  and 
paused  to  draw  breath  ere  he  proceeded.  '*  The 
documents  O'Shane  still  holds,"  he  said,  speak- 
ing earnestly,  ''  are  of  the  most  vital  conse- 
quence, I  would  give  much  no  other  eye,  save 
my  own,  had  witnessed  them  :  the  one  is  my 
own  marriage  certificate  with  Violetta  Grey, 
who,  when  1  told  her  that  our  marriage  was 
illegal,  and  that  she  must  no  longer  look  on 
me  as  her  husband^  entered  the  Nunnery  under 
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the  name  of  Sister  Agnes.  Spite  of  all  the 
deep  wrongs  I  have  done  her,  I  loved  her 
dearly — my  past  acts  may  appear  to  belie  my 
present  words  —  alas  !  the  ambition  of  my 
nature  overcame  my  love.  I  disowned  our 
marriage  in  the  hopes  of  gaining  the  hand  and 
fortune  of  Miss  Gordon,  with  u  hose  father  I 
had  been  very  intimate,  while  she  was  yet  a 
child.  It  was  at  his  mansion  I  first  met  my 
wife." 

For  some  moments  he  leant  silently  on 
Leslie's  shoulder,  alter  which  he  spoke  with 
evident  embarrassment. 

^'  The  other  document  w^as  a  burial  certificate. 
I  blush  to  own  that  I  bribed  a  French  priest  to 
forge  to  it  fresh  dates,  and  paid  him  handsomely 
to  make  those  in  his  parish  registry  agree ;" 
his  face  becan:e  deep  crimson,  '^on  it  hung 
yours  and  Leslie's  fate,  wlio,  noble  fellow ! 
spurned  all  my  proposals,  which,  had  they  been 
carried  out,  would  have  made  him — but  I  will  not 
harrow  up  his  too  sensitivv^  feehngs,*'  drawing  a 
deep  sigh,  he  turned  to  the  gipsy,  ''  Smtul  as 
my  conduct  has  been  in  your  case,  it  was  still 
more  cruelly  wicked  to  my  two  children;  yes, 
I,  their  fatber,  in  the  hopes  of  possessing  my- 
self of  Ada  Gordon's  fortune,  persuaded  my 
contiding  wife  that  they  were  illegitimate — this 
was  not  ail,  tor  I  had  resolved  on  blighting  Ada's 
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worldly  prospects,  if  she  rejected  ine,  by  tho 
aid  of  that  forged  burial  certificate " 

He  turned  away  his  face,  and  buried  it  on 
the  pillow. 

When  he  had  partly  overcome  the  deep  feel- 
ing of  shame,  Sir  Henry  raised  his  head  again, 
and  addressed  himself  chiefly  to  Leslie. 

*^By  the  laws  of  man's  making,  Hervey  and 
you  are  not  bound  to  each  other  ;  but  by  the 
stronger  ties  of  nature,  of  blood,  yuu  are 
brothers  !"  turning  to  the  gipsy,  *'  you  have  too 
keenly  endured  the  same  distress  as  that  from 
which  Leslie  must  still  suffer,  not  to  syuipathize 
with  him  now — you  believe  your  mother  to  be 
stained  with  crime " 

*'  Hush  !''  entreated  the  gipsy,  '^  this  fear  is 
more  distressing  than  the  bitter  reality  of 
Leslie's  fate " 

*^  Oh  !  let  this  consideration,  and  his  noble 
conduct  throughout  strengthen  and  form  a 
binding  link  between  yen,"  said  Gale,  leaning 
back  exhausted. 

Leslie's  face  flushed  to  the  deepest  crimson, 
he  rose,  but  ere  another  moment,  it  became 
deadly  white,  and  he  leant  against  the  bed-post. 

The  gipsy  placed  his  arm  on  his  shoulder,  as 
if  Leslie  had  been  a  girl,  and  whispered  word* 
to  him,  the  sweetest  he  had  heard  sincc^  his 
mother's  death — 
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"  Are  you  not  my  brother  ?  Who  can  so 
deeply  enter  into  your  wrongs  as  he  who  has 
suffered  in  mind  like  yourself?  Blood  is 
thicker  than  water ;  from  henceforth  we  must 
be  dear  to  each  other.  Have  we  not  stood  side 
by  side  when  the  hope  of  saving  life  appeared 
mockery  ?  Why  did  you  waver  when  casting 
the  lasso  over  the  piecipice  ?  Why  did  I,  who 
never  trembled  before  man,  feel  my  nerves  relax 
when  I  rode  against  you  ?  Why  did  I  watch 
for  you  Avith  such  intense  agony,  when  we 
were  struggling  in  the  boiling  waves  ?  Why 
did  we  meet  in  the  battling  w^aters  at  that 
awful  moment — each  trying  to  save  the  other  ; 
you  knew — but  I,  only  yielded  to  the  impulse 
which  makes  man  face  any  danger  to  save  his 
own  blood.  Nature  made  me  feel  that  if  it 
should  flow  from  you,  it  must  gush  from  mo 
too  1" 

"  Generous  man  !"  exclaimed  Leslie,  "  your 
words  are  very  sweet."  As  he  spoke,  he  left 
the  room,  unable  to  keep  down  the  rush  of 
feeling  that  was  swelling  his  breast,  almost  to 
suffocation. 

The  gip?^y  and  the  I3art.net  had  continued  to 
look  on  each  other  in  silence  for  some  time  after 
Leslie  left  the  room. 

''  i  am  thankful,''  said  the  former,  "  that 
Ada   Gordon   has  never    suspected   that   there 
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was  any  illegality  in  her  father's  marriage.  I 
told  her  my  fears  about  the  crime,  of  which  I 
believed  her  mother  guilty — I  even  hinted  to 
her  that  Hervey  was  her  brother  ;  it  was  then 
that  her  sparkling  eye  read  through  every  dis- 
guise, she  made  me  confess  why  I  assumed  the 
gipsy  dress,  and  when  I  told  her  that  I  could 
not  look  on  Lucy's  innocent  face  in  ray  own 
character  without  feeling  that  it  was  sinful  to 
win  her  love  until  1  could  clear  the  stain  from 
my  mother,  she  hung  down  her  head,  and 
pressing  my  band,  was  stooping  her  face  to 
mine,  when  Lucy  came  on  us.  Suddenly 
checking  the  impulse,  she  murm.ured  words 
about  Darcy,  and  about  breaking  off  an  engage- 
ment. Siie  was  leaving  me — 1  could  see  that 
the  proud  girl,  whom  tliey  thought  nothing 
could  move,  was  deeply  affected. 

"  So  she  discovered  you  ?"  remarked  Gale. 

^^  Yes,  the  only  one  that  has  seen  through 
this  disguise,  unless  I  except  Joe's  hound  ;  even 
Leslie,  the  first  day  I  went  out  to  try  how  I 
could  carry  it  off,  did  not  even  surmise  who 
was  the  furtune-teller  that  spoke  to  j-.maa 
Dawson,  and  accosted  himself  iu  the  church- 
yard ;  Darcy,  too,  until  the  next  day,  was  quite 
at  fault.  As  for  Lucy,  Mr.  13utterworth,  and 
the  others,  they  have  not  even  now  the  slightest 
idea  that  the  Manx  sailor,  the  gipsy,  and  Hervey, 
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are  all  one  person.^'  While  speaking,  he 
threw  aside  his  cloak,  pulled  off  the  wig  of 
white-hair,  and  slipping  out  the  two  false  teeth, 
smiled  on  Gale. 

^'Even  now,''  said  the  Baronet,  trying  to 
raise  himself  to  his  elbow,  "  the  bushy 
brows  and  the  olive  tan  would  mislead 
many — soon  I  hope,  my  dear  Hervey,  that 
all  need  of  disguise  will  be  at  an  end. 
When  I  am  a  little  stronger,  I  will  go 
with  you  to  the  nunnery ;  until  then,  it  were 
better  that  the  Superior  should  not  know  you 
but  as  an  old  wandering  gipsy,  come  to  throw 
light  on  the  past."  Gale  thought  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  added,  ^'  I  wrote  to  the  clerk 
who  was  in  Mr.  Tune's  office — he  is  a  most 
prying  solicitor  now — from  him  I  received  a 
letter,  which  makes  me  hope  that  Lady  Gordon 
was  innocent  of  the  death  of  Leslie's  mother." 

Hervey  thanked  Gale  fervently,  and  after 
another  long  silence,  the  former  spoke  aloud, 
half  addressing  himself — 

"  I  shall  almost  grieve  to  lay  this  dress 
aside,  it  is  so  sweet  to  hear  that  lovely  and 
confiding  girl  confessing  her  love,  and  attach- 
ing such  implicit  faith  to  every  word  I  utter. 
Poor  Lucy  !  I  could  never  speak  to  her  so 
freely  in  my  own  natural  character.  You  may 
smile,  Gale ;  but  a  schoolboy  could  not  be  more 
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bashful  than  I  was  wont  to  be  when  first  that 
beautiful  rosebud  left  a  thorn  in  my  heart — 
You  are  growing  weary — stay,  let  me  smooth 
your  pillow  !  hush,  some  one  is  at  the  door." 

Sister  Agnes  fearing  the  invalid  might  over- 
exert himself,  smiled  on  Hervey,  crossed  the 
room,  and  taking  Sir  Henry's  hand,  sat  down 
on  the  bedside,  saying — 

^*  I  hope  all  this  mystery  and  disguise  will 
soon  end  ;  it  is  trying  poor  Henry,  and  he  is 
not  equal  to  it."  She  pressed  her  lip  to  his 
forehead,  and  whispered,  ''  You  have  been 
overtasking  yourself;  your  temple  is  throb- 
bing, your  eye  wearied,  your  face  flushed — 
try  and  get  a  little  rest — will  you  take  a 
sleeping  potion  ?" 

'^  Not  yet ;  I  must  finish  my  tale." 

"  To-morrow,  dear." 

^^  Now,  love."  Then  turning  his  heavy  eye, 
which  lit  up  as  he  addressed  Hervey,  he  re- 
sumed. '^  Yioletta  it  was  who  wrote  to  you  to 
take  Charley ;  as  for  my  poor  little  snowdrop — 
she  was  fated  for  a  wintry  life ;  one  of  her 
uncles,  himself  in  distress,  took  her;  he  tra- 
velled to  Ireland  to  find  his  sister,  and  was 
taken  ill  in  Dublin,  where  he  died  suddenly, 
leaving  my  sweet  little  flower  to  the  mercy  of 
a  cold  world."  Gale  bit  his  lip  to  control  his 
feelings ;  then   continued.     '*  Strange   woman 
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though  Mrs.  Potts  may  be,  she  has  a  warm 
heart — the  child  is  now  gone  to  see  her  with  her 
brother  Charley.  And  here,"  drawing  a  black- 
edged  letter  from  beneath  the  bolster,  "  is  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Tune,  announcing  my  poor 
father's  death,  and  that  he  has  left  me  all  his 
property.'' 

Violetta  intreated  him  not  to  speak  any 
more. 

''  I  feel,"  he  proceeded,  anxious  to  go  on, 
"that  it  can  never  be  of  use  to  me,  save  to 
atone  to  others — my  wife  proposes  an  annuity 
to  Mrs.  Potts.  The  remainder  will  go  princi- 
pally to  Charley;  he  will  not  get  the  title 
without  the  means  to  keep  it  up." 

*'  Speak  not  thus,"  whispered  she,  with  a 
tear  starting  to  her  eye. 

Pointing  to  his  wife,  Sir  Henry  resumed — 

"  She  intends  remaining  in  the  nunnery 
with  Lady  Gordon,  and  taking  our  little  snow- 
drop there  when  I  am — " 

''  Hush  1"  articulated  Yioletta,  placing  her 
fingers  on  his  lips  ;  "  you  will  soon  be  better, 
and  recover." 

Gale  shook  his  head,  and  looking  wistfully 
on  Hervey,  said — 

"  My  sight  at  moments  fails  me ;  it  becomes 
dim — I  can  scarce  see  you.  My  dear  Yioletta, 
you  would  lead  me  to  hope — but  I  do  not  hope. 


332  TALBOT    HALL. 

While  standing  before  me,  or  seated  by  my 
side,  a  smile  is  ever  playing  on  your  sweet 
face ;  but  when  I  have  slept  and  awake,  your 
devoted  love  cannot  hide  the  traces  of  tears 
wept  when  I  slumbered.  If  I  get  strong 
enough,  and  I  am  sure  T  shall  in  a  day  or  two," 
— he  did  not  see  the  luok  that  passed  between 
Hervey  and  his  wife  as  he  uttered  these  words, 
and  proceeded  more  feebly — '^  we  must  then 
go  to  the  nunnery — the  poor  Superior  was 
deeply  moved  when  Yioletta  related  the  ending 
of  her  own  miseries,  which  she  had  until  then 
kept  a  secret  from  her — she  had  not  even 
acknowledged  our  present  marriage.'^ 

The  nun,  Bceing  that  her  husband  would  still 
battle  against  the  feebleness  that  was  gradually 
overcoming  him,  signed  to  Hervey  to  leave. 
He  rose,  resumed  his  disguise,  replaced  the 
pebbles  in  his  mouth,  which  so  altered  his 
voice  as  to  render  it  unrecognisable,  pressed 
the  sick  man's  hand,  and  before  he  had  left  a 
minute.  Sir  Henry's  head  was  resting  on  his 
wife's  bosom ;  he  was  sleeping  still  as  a 
child. 

When  the  gipsy  (for  by  this  title  we  must 
still  designate  Hervey)  found  himself  in  the 
street,  he  yielded  to  the  impulse  that  led  him 
towards  Talbot  Hall,  where,  after  loitering 
abput   the  grounds  in   the   hopes  of  meeting 
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Lucy,  he  sat  down  on  the  small  mound  where 
he  had  twice  held  her  hand  in  his  capacity  of 
fortune-teller.  He  had  not  been  long  seated 
when  Charley  Gale  came  on  him,  and  said — 

*'  She  is  not  at  home — gone  to  Golden  Fort ; 
Miss  Dawson  is  here  ;  they  have  ridden  dif- 
ferent ways,  and  missed  each  other." 

Hervey  shook  the  boy's  hand  warmly,  and 
asked  with  a  smile — 

"  Have  you  been  at  any  more  tricks  with 
the  butler ;  I  suppose  the  old  man  knows  you 
were  the  little  gipsy  girl  ?  Has  Mary  found 
you  out  ?" 

^*  'No,  I  am  not  in  a  merry  humour — my  poor 
father — I  only  did  it  to  please  you — he  laughed 
so  when  I  told  him,  though  so  ill.  Mr.  Butter- 
worth  TOWS  vengeance  against  the  whole 
tribe;  he  says  they  are  a  shameless  race  of 
impostors." 

^'  Speak  low,"  whispered  Hervey ;  ^^  here  he 
comes  with  the  priest ;  I  wish  to  slip  away 
unseen ;  do  you  join  them,  and  draw  off  their 
attention  from  me ;  I  shall  try  to  meet  her 
coming  back." 

"  Then  there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose — hark  ! 
it  is  a  horse's  hoof — run  !" 

When  the  two  clergymen  saw  the  gipsy 
moving  along  the  l&wn  at  such  a  brisk  pace, 
and  take  the  road  fence  with  the  bound  of  a 
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stag,  both  halted ;  the  priest,  turning  to  his 
friend,  said  in  a  comical  tone — 

^^The  old  fellow  seems  to  have  charms  that 
renovate  his  own  life ;  he  is  become  as  active 
as  a  young  man ;  by  my  word  he  runs  like  an 
antelope,  and  can  fence  as  well  as  my  steeple- 
chaser ;  by  the  bye,  the  Earl  of  Carrogan  has 
offered  me  a  long  figure  for  Mameluke.  But- 
terworth,  you  are  not  listening  to  me ;  horse- 
flesh is  my  weakness ;  money  will  not  buy 
him.  Oh  !  what  a  fly  !  Well  done,  the  old 
man." 

Mr.  Butter  worth  followed  the  gipsy  with 
6)^88  of  amaze.  Shaking  his  head  solemnly  as 
Hervey  disappeared,  he  said  that  such  activity 
in  one  of  his  years  was  unnatural  ;  adding — 

"  I  fear  me  he  is  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing." 

*'  Have  you  no  idea  who  he  can  be  ?"  asked 
the  priest  mysteriously. 

^'What!"  ex^claimed  Mr.  Butterworth,  the 
hair  standing  on  his  head  ;  ''  you  do  not  mean 
to  insinuate  that  he  may  be  that  sinner,  0' Shane, 
in  disguise.  I  should  not  wonder — it  is  re- 
ported th'it  he  assumes  every  style  of  dress — 
not  even  the  church — You  heard  about  him 
waylaying  me,  aid  —  but  I  do  not  wish 
it  repeated — not  now— here  comes  Charles 
Gale." 
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The  priest  had  heard,  but  feigning  great 
concern,  he  looked  enquiringly  at  his  friend, 
saying— 

"  Tell  me  the  true  story." 

After  they  had  shaken  hands  with  Charley, 
the  boy,  seeing  he  did  not  like  to  speak  before 
him,  said  he  was  going  home  to  his  father,  and 
left  them. 

Mr.  Butterworth  proceeded  in  a  low  and  con- 
fidential voice — 

"  I  was  coming  past  the  Widow  Brennan's 
ill-famed  tabernacle,  when  suddenly  there  stood 
before  me  that  evil  spirit  Dennis  O'Shane, 
robed  in  a  nun's  cloak  ;  without  any  parley,  he 
struck  me  to  the  earth  ;  seeing  that  resistance 
was  vain,  against  so  powerful  an  opponent,  I 
lay  perfectly  still,  and  as  a  sheep  is  dumb  be- 
fore its  shearers,  so  was  I  silent,  whilst  he 
stripped  me  of  my  outer  coat." 

^'That,"  interrupted  th«  provoking  priest, 
as  if  a  thought  suddenly  struck  him,  '^  that 
accounts  for  a  lady  in  my  parish  asking  me  if 
the  Protestant  clergymen  wore  leather  inex- 
pressibles, and  went  about  bare-footed,  with  a 
stick  like  the  stem  of  an  oak  tree  to  keep  their 
unruly  flock  in  order.  Of  course,  I  answered, 
yes  ;  don't  look  so  angry,  it  was  the  only  way 
to  prevent  her  becoming  a  Protestant — for  she 
is  very  much  in  favor  of  your  religion." 
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At  this  moment,  there  came  slowly  up  the 
hill  a  pretty  palfrey,  on  which  rode  Lucy 
Talbot,  she  was  unattended,  not  requiring  the 
etiquette  of  a  groom,  in  the  country,  to  follow 
and  mar  her  innocent  rides.  The  bay  filly, 
suddenly  swerved;  immediately  the  gipsy 
alighted  from  a  fence  into  the  high  road. 
Though  startled  so  much  that  the  colour  flew 
to  her  face,  she  sat  the  prancing  colt  with 
graceful  ease,  and  forced  it  close  to  the  gipsy, 
who  laid  his  grasp  on  the  bit.  As  if  some 
taming  spirit  had  cowed  it,  the  trembling  pal- 
frey stood  still  as  a  statue. 

''  Lady,"  said  the  fortune-teller,  looking 
earnestly  on  her  cheek,  from  whence  the  colour 
had  fled,  ^Hhou  seemest  delicate,  thine  eye  is 
sorrowful,  thou  art  pale." 

'^  The  lily  grows  pale  when  the  sun  ceases  to 
shine  on  it,"  she  replied,  sadly. 

The  gipsy  sighedj  then  said — 

**  I  have  sought  thee,  to  say  that  Sir  Henry 
Gale  has  bid  the  sun  that  w^orships  thee  hope 
' — if  to-morrow  he  is  well  enough — but,  alas  ! 
I  fear  mc,  his  horoscope  is  on  the  wane — if 
well  enough,  he  will  accompany  me — I — I 
mean,  Mr.  Hervey,  to  the  nunnery,  and  try  to 
raise  the  cloud  which  I  told  thee  weighed  so 
heavily   on — on    thine    admirer.     Lady,  dost 


TALBOT   HALL.  33 


*T 


still  feel  the  same  interest  in  his  fate  ?  dost 
still— love  ?'' 

"  You  know  my  thoughts,"  replied  the  be- 
lieving and  unsuspecting  girl ;  "'  you  can  read 
them,  then  why  this  question  ?  why  ever  put 
me  to  the  blush  ?     Yes,  I  do  love  him." 

The  gipsy  took  her  hand,  and  pressing  it  to 
his  lips,  covered  it  with  warm  kisses,  Lucy, 
drawing  up  with  an  air  of  offended  pride,  said, 
angrily— 

'^  Old  man,  your  manner  to-day  has  both 
surprised  and  displeased  me ;  I  will  not  meet 
you  again  ;"  throwing  at  his  feet  a  sovereign, 
almost  disdainfully,  she  added,  with  a  dignity 
as  unexpected  as  alarming  to  the  gipsy ;  ^'  you 
are  unworthy  of  the  confidence  Mr.  Hervey 
places  in  you.  I  shall  inform  him  of  this  act 
so  unbecoming  to  one  of  your  years.  For  the 
past,  you  have  my  thanks  ;  for  the  future,  your 
conduct  cancels  all  further  obligation  on  my 
part." 

The  colt  plunged  forward.  Hervey  dropped 
on  his  knee,  and  called  out — 

^'  Lady,  forgive  ! — hearken  to  me — I  am — " 

Lucy  was  far  away  ;  she  neither  heeded  nor 
heard  the  last  sentence,  or  she  had  reined  in 
her  palfrey. 

When  the  sound  of  the   galloping  hoofs  had 

VOL.  IIL  Q. 
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died  away,  the  gipsy  gradually  recovered  his 
senses ;  and,  smiling  to  himself,  bethought 
him  that  the  lady  was  offended,  only,  with  the 
old  fortune-teller,  and  not  with  himself.  Thus 
musing,  Hervey  forgot  the  stain  on  his  mother 
— the  sun  of  hope  burst  forth,  and  dissipating 
the  cloud  that  hung  over  him,  shed  its  golden 
rays  on  an  unstarred  mirror,  from  which  daz- 
zled forth  the  brightest  future. 
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CHAPTEE  XXL 


When  Leslie  left  Gale's  room,  lie  withdrew  to 
his  own,  and,  with  his  arms  folded  on  the 
chimney-piece,  and  his  head  resting  on  them, 
he  thought  of  the  life  he  had  led,  and  the 
misery  still  in  store ;  each  reflection  brought 
with  it  fresh  pain.  Unwilling  to  yield  to  this 
desponding  mood,  he  left  his  hotel,  and  wan- 
dered towards  Talbot  Hall,  in  the  hopes  of 
meeting  Hervey,  who,  he  discovered,  had  gone 
in  that  direction. 

Suddenly  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  horse's 
hoof;  looking  round,  he  caught  sight  of  a 
white  Arab,  half  dancing,  half  cantering  up 
the  road.  The  glance  had  been  too  quick  to 
distinguish  the  rider,  but  the  tumultuous  rush 
in  his  breast,  and  the  wild  beating  of  his  heart, 
told  that  he  had  divined.  Miss  Dawson  was 
the  last  person  in  the  world  he  could  wish  to  see 
and  at  this  moment ;  for  a  second,  he  thought 
of  crossing  the  fence,  to  avoid  her.  But  the 
Q  2 
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feeling  appeared  unmanly,  and  he  abandoned 
this  resolution. 

Emma's  first  impulse  was  to  rein  in,  and 
not  overtake  him ;  but  instantaneously  the 
thought  flashed  on  her  that  he  would  not  join 
her,  and  that  if  once  she  pulled  up,  to  ride  on 
again,  would  appear  like  running  after  him. 
She  therefore  slackened  her  rein,  and  allowing 
tlie  horse  to  stretch  his  curving  neck,  cantered 
on,  as  if  Leslie's  appearance  had  made  no  dif- 
ference. Emma  overtook  him  as  he  entered 
the  long  avenue  leading  to  Talbot  Hall. 

She  could  not  understand  that,  after  having 
asked  if  she  had  offended  him,  and  his  then 
saying  he  must  avoid  such  infatuation,  that  he 
should  now  only  bow  to  her ;  and  yet  he 
coloured,  and  so  did  Emma,  who  had  held  out 
her  hand,  which  he  pretended  not  to  have  seen. 
He  walked  by  the  side  of  the  Arab,  or  rather, 
she  kept  the  impatient  horse  back,  making  him 
keep  pace  with  Leslie.  Neither  spoke — they 
reached  the  Hall  steps ;  in  silence  he  assisted 
her  to  alight — he  felt  that  her  hand  shook 
within  his  own.  When  she  enquired  of  Greig 
if  the  ladies  were  at  home,  and  the  butler  re- 
plied, that  they  were  all  out,  and  that  his 
young  mistress  was  gone  to  Golden  Fort,  Leslie 
would  have  turned  away,  but,  touching  his 
arm  lightly,  she  whispered — 
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"  I  wish  to  speak  to  you — we  shall  be  alone 
— for  one  moment  only — do  not  say  me 
nay  1" 

He  hesitated,  saw  the  colour  come  to  her 
face,  paused,  then  followed  her  into  the  draw- 
ing-room. 

Emma  who  could  talk  by  the  hour,  and  by 
her  playful  sallies  monopolize  the  attention  of 
a  dozen  gentlemen  at  once,  seemed  to  lose  all 
power  of  speech  ;  she  remained  silent,  confused, 
abashed.  But  soon  she  spoke  in  a  low  tremu- 
lous voice ;  the  ice  once  broken  she  went  on 
earnestly;  laying  aside  all  efforts  at  fascinating, 
Emma  shone  out  in  her  natural  character, 
affectionate  and  loving,  a  being  yielding  to  the 
strong  impulses  of  a  warm  nature.  In 
her  earliest  childhood,  she  had  lost  her  mother, 
and  had  been  over  petted  by  a  doting  father 
who  used  to  laugh  heartily  when  she  confided 
her  flirtations  to  him,  ever  ending  by  kissing 
him  and  whispering,  '*  you  have  all  my  heart," 
but  of  late  there  had  been  an  estrangement 
between  parent  and  child. 

She  sat  by  Leslie's  side  on  the  sofa,  awaiting 
some  reply  on  his  part.  A  painful  silence 
ensued,  which  he  at  last  broke  by  saying — 

'^  I  cannot  explain  myself — your  father  is 
proud — he  would  spurn — a — one  who  cannot 
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bring  rank,  title,  fortune — I  cannot  stay — I 
must  leave — did  I  not  tell  you  before  that  I 
ought  to  have  flown  from  the  infatuation  of 
your  society,  and  now,  I  am  here,  by  your 
side — allow  me  to  depart — bid  me  leave  you — 
I  have  courage  to  obey,  but  not  the  resolution 
to  tear  myself  away — oh,  detain  me  not — Miss 
Dawson  !'' 

Emma  turned  her  lovely,  imploring  eyes  on 
him  ;  they  had  never  pleaded  in  vain,  but  with 
himself.  The  stranger  sank  slowly  to  the  sofa, 
he  remained  silent,  and  trembled  Irom  deep 
emotion. 

The  flirt  became  the  woer,  the  man  the 
woed. 

'*  I  have  trifled  with  man's  feelings  as  a  girl 
toys  with  a  flower ;  is  it  too,  not  a  thing  of  life, 
dying  in  your  hands  without  evincing  sufl'er- 
ing  ?  but  now  I  feel  the  pain  of  such  unseeming 
torture.  I  could  not  speak  as  I  am  doing  at 
this  moment  if  an  inward  whispering  did  not 
tell  me  that  you  are  attached  to  me — do  not 
deny  it,  you  cannot  deceive  me,  then  say,  why 
you  wish  to  conceal  your  attachment  ?" 

She  knelt  at  Lis  knees  and  implored  him  in 
the  most  impassioned  language  to  conflde  the 
cause  of  his  distress ;  she  took  his  hand ;  he 
drew  it  gently  back  as  if  he  sought  to  release 
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it,  but  she  only  held  it  the  firmer.  Presently 
he  returned  the  pressure,  and  prayed  her  to 
rise. 

*^  Not  until  you  deem  me  worthy  of  your 
confidence,"  replied  Emma,  still  kneeling  and 
gazing  up  into  his  averted  face,  **  not  until  you 
raise  me  yourself." 

Leslie  turned  on  the  suppliant  his  lustrous 
eye — a  moment  of  hesitation — thenfolding  his 
arms  around  her,  he  held  her  to  his  bosom. 
He  uttered  no  words  of  love,  but  the  rapturous 
tumult  within  his  breast  spoke  volumes.  Their 
hearts  beat  against  the  slight  partition  that 
divided  them  as  if  they  hoped  to  burst  the 
separating  barrier  and  dwell  together  in 
one  bosom.  Emma's  forehead  is  against  his 
cheek,  his  lip  seeks  not  hers.  It  had  seemed 
to  him  pollution  to  profane  her  brow  with  the 
kiss  of  one  born  out  of  lawful  wedlock. 

Emma's  lip  softly  touched  his  forehead,  it 
might  have  been  unintentionally ;  her  neck 
and  face  crimsoned,  and  the  next  instant 
Leslie's  kiss  thrilled  to  her  heart. 

A  loud  knock  at  the  hall  door  startled  the 
lovers — one  more  pure  embrace  and — they 
heard  the  voice  of  Colonel  Dawson. 

"'  Ladies  at  home  ?" 

''  1^0,  your  honour,"  replied  Greig,  looking 
mysteriously  towards  the  drawing-room,  "  out 
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driving,  and  Miss  Talbot  riding — Miss  Dawson 
all  alone  with  Captain  Leslie." 

''  Captain  Leslie  !"  muttered  the  Colonel,  to 
himself,  adding,  as  his  cheek  flushed,  ^' order 
Miss  Dawson's  horse,"  but  ere  he  strode  into 
the  room  his  face  was  pale,  the  features  firm  ; 
the  lip  alone  curled  as  he  said,  '^  methinks  it 
had  been  more  seemly  in  Colonel  DaTson's 
daugliter  to  have  deferred  her  visit  to  another 
da}^,  when  she  found  the  ladies  w^ere  from 
home,  *^then  frowning  on  Leslie,  ^'and  that  it 
would  have  shown  a  little  knowledge  of  worldW 
etiquette  on  Captain  Leslie's  part,  had  that 
gentleman,  almost  a  stranger,  not  detained 
Miss  Dawson." 

Leslie  drew  up,  and  would  have  answered 
haughtily,  had  not  Emma's  imploring  glance 
met  his  eye.     He  remained  silent. 

'^My  dear,"  resumed  the  ofiicer,  in  the  stern 
manner  he  had  commanded  a  sergeant  to  do 
his  duty,  '^  your  horse  is  without,  follow  me," 
and  without  deigning  to  notice  Leslie,  he  threw 
a  card  on  the  table,  and  went  from  the  room 
with  a  stately  step. 

Leslie  picked  up  the  card.  Was  it  a  chal- 
lenge, or  angrily  thrown  down  to  let  the  family 
know  he  had  paid  them  a  visit  ?  The  gesture 
and  accompanying  look  bespoke  a  premedi- 
tated slight.     Leslie  threw  himself  on  the  sofa 
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and  buried  his  head  between  his  hands  in  deep 
and  troubled  thought.     Two  powerful  feelings 
were  at  war  within  his  breast ;  Shame,  crimson 
from  the  struggle,   rushed  to  his  face,  closely 
pursued  by  Love,  who,  pale  from  the  conflict, 
rested  on  his  cheek  a  temporary  conqueror,  but 
ever  and  again  the  battle  was  renewed,  as  the 
varying   features   but   too    truly    told.      Then 
came   forth   Pride,    that    piece    intermediator 
between  Love  and  Shame.     Had  not  Colonel 
Dawson    tried    to    crush    his    ambition,     and 
sought   to   wound    his   manly  nature  ?     And 
it  rose  fiercely,  as  grasping  the  card  he  strode 
resolutely    across    the    room,    determined   on 
seeking  redress  from    the    military   man  who 
had  dared  cast  a  slight  on  a  brother  officer. 
But    ere   he   reached    the    hall    door.    Love 
whispered — 

'^  Is  he  not  an  old  man,  and  Emma  Dawson's 
father  ?" 

Leslie  wrestle  1,  hesitated,  and,  at  last,  yield- 
ing to  his  noble  nature,  returned  to  the  sofa,  a 
melancholy  man,  deploring  bis  fate;  and,  bitterly 
upbraiding  himself  for  loving  Emma,  folded 
his  arms  in  despair  on  the  breast  where  she 
had  so  recently  reposed. 

Why  rides  Emma  pensive  and   silent  by  her 
father's  side  ?     \Yhat  colours  her  cheek  ?     Be- 
cause the  parent  who  dotes  so  fondly  on  her 
Q  5 
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has  discovered  the  only  secret  she  had  con- 
cealed from  him — because  now  that  feminine 
delicacy  has  had  time  to  reflect,  she  would 
give  worlds  that  her  lip  had  not  first  touched 
her  lover's  forehead. 

Emma  toys  not  with  her  bridle,  she  flirts  not 
with  her  playful  Arab,  who,  in  vain,  arches 
his  neck  and  shakes  his  silken  mane.  His 
mistress's  white  gauntlet  caresses  not  his 
round  and  soft  shoulder.  He  feels  slighted  by 
her  neglect,  and,  ever  and  again  stands  still, 
raises  his  head  proudly,  and  stares  fiercely  on 
each  inanimate  object  by  the  road  side,  as  if  he 
would  rouse  his  rider  from  her  reverie,  and 
Ibrce  her  to  sue  for  pardon.  By  his  side, 
marches  Colonel  Dawson's  old  charger,  with 
military  stateliness,  as  if  he  feared  to  disturb 
the  train  of  his  master's  reflections. 

Thus  had  they  travelled  on  for  nearly  a  mile, 
without  uttering  a  syllable,  when  Colonel 
Dawson  broke  the  silence  with  his  usual 
straightforwardness. 

'^Emma,  heretofore,  you  have  been  a  loving 
and  dutiful  daughter." 

She  started ;  her  whip  touched  the  chafed 
Arab,  and  he  sprang  forward  angrily. 

"  Even  your  horte  is  displeased  with  your 
mood." 

"  I  care  not,  dearest  father,"  said  Emma, 
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with  a  tear  starting  to  her  eye,  "  who  is  dis- 
pleased, if  you  frown  not  on  me — never  before 
did  you  upbraid  me." 

*'  I  upbraid  thee  not  now  ;  but  it  pains  me 
to  see  thee  so  changed  within  the  last  few  weeks, 
ever  thy  way  was  to  tell  me  thy  secrets  of  thine 
own  accord  ;  but  now — " 

^^  But  now,''  interrupted  his  daughter,  ^*  you 
ride  by  my  side  for  miles ;  not  one  kind  word 
have  you  spoken  until  this  instant — not  a 
smile — "  and,  as  she  spoke,  tears  ran  down  her 
cheek.    *'  Dearest  father,  say  you  love  me  !" 

Colonel  Dawson  dared  not  trust  himself,  he 
owed  a  duty  to  himself  and  to  his  daughter, 
and  that  he  must  wean  her  affections  from  one 
who  was  illegally  born. 

''If,"  he  replied,  '' within  my  child's  bosom 
is  hid  a  secret  that  causes  her  to  pale  and  flush 
each  time  her  father  approaches  it ;  there  must 
be  some  impurity,  the  gold  cannot  be  without 
dross." 

Emma  replied,  in  a  voice  of  touching  dis- 
tress— 

''  I  never  kept  back  a  thought  from  you 
before — and  now — fear—" 

'^  Fear  not,  daughter  mine,  if  thy  secret  is 
worthy  of  thee,  thou  wilt  confide  it  to  a  parent 
who  dotes  on  thee ;  if  not,  be  it   far  from  him 
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to  force  from  thy  heart  a  thought  which  it  has 
treasured  with  shame. 

Emma  leant  furward,  and  wept  on  her  Arab's 
neck.  The  proud  animal  bowed  bis  head,  he 
stood  still  of  his  own  accord — perchance  it  was 
not  the  first  time  he  had  felt  her  tears. 

The  colonel  dismounted  ;  and  when  she 
would  have  folded  her  arms  around  his  neck, 
the  father  drew  back.  His  lip  ticmbled  ;  he 
turned  away  his  face. 

'^  Wound  me,  your  own  child,"  she  said, 
almost  reproachfully,  ^^but,  oh  !  spare  him — he 
is  innocent — he  detained  me  not — I — " 

"  Banish  him  from  your  heart ;  my  love  for 
thee,  my  only  child,  is  too  great  to  sacrifice  thy 
bright  fame — the  escutcheon  of  thy  family  has 
never  been  stained.  Entreat  me  not — ''  he 
paused  ;  then  spoke  the  soldier — "  I  tell  you, 
girl,  that  on  this  point  I  am  inexorable  ;  you 
shall  not  dishonour  the  family  name.  He  is 
worse  than  nameless ;  a  stranger,  borrowing 
the  name  of  the  woman  who  brought  him  into 
the  world  in  disgrace.  A  man  who  must  ever 
blush  at  the  sound  of  the  sweetest  and  purest 
\Yord' — father  I  A  wanderer,  without  relations, 
alone  in  the  world,  overcome  this  weakness — 
cease  to  plead — shame  on  those  tears,  hear  me 
out — death  before  dishonour  to  a  soldier." 
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'^  Do  not  stab  your  darling  child !"  exclaimed 
Emma,  in  despair. 

'*  Silence  !  I  will  be  obeyed.  As  heaven 
hears  my  vow,  while  1  live  to  prevent  your 
sharing  his  disgrace,  I  swear  you  shall  not 
wed  him !" 

Emma  uttered  no  cry.  She  fell  forward  on 
her  father's  neck. 

The  Arab  smelt  her  gauntleted  hand,  ran  his 
nostril  close  to  her  cheek,  and  neighed  un- 
easily. 


350  TALBOT   HALL. 


CHAPTER   XXII. 


A  WEEK  has  elapsed  since  Young's  acquittal. 
In  every  direction  may  be  seen  placards  offer- 
ing large  sums  for  the  apprehension  of  Dennis 
O'Shane.  Darcy  had  heard  that  Nowlan  was 
confined  in  a  felon's  cell,  on  charge  of  murder. 
He  is  on  his  way  back.  Ada's  has  been  a  short 
honeymoon.  A  gloom  hangs  over  him.  His 
bride  sighs,  and  turning  away  her  face,  brushes 
her  finger  across  her  long  fringed  lashes. 

It  is  not  that  he  is  less  devoted  to  her  ;  but 
the  news  that  Nowlan  is  strongly  suspected  of 
being  his  father's  murderer,  has  strangely  acted 
on  Darcy — he  is  thoughtful — mournful — he  sits 
staring.  Suddenly  starting,  he  clings  to  his 
wife,  and  asks — 

''Ada,  dearest,  do  you  see — there!  there! 
it  is  Annie  Talbot's  spirit  !  I  must  see  her 
— I  will  look  on  her  pale  face  in  the  grave,  and 
be  sure —  Oh  !  Ada,  you  are  right ;  it  is  all 
imagination ;  but   it  is   a   dreadful  feeling  — 
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there   seems   to  be   fire   dancing    before    my 
eyes." 

The  travelling  carriage,  just  then,  came  to  a 
halt  at  the  last  posting  establishment  between 
them  and  Talbot  Hall.  Whilst  the  horses  were 
being  changed,  Ada  proposed  to  her  husband  to 
walk  up  the  hill  until  they  should  be  over- 
taken. 

The  country  was  very  lovely,  and  the  fresh 
air  seemed  to  do  him  good. 

By  turning  off  the  main-road,  at  the  top  of 
the  hill,  Ada  took  a  path  that  led  to  very  lonely, 
but  beautiful,  forest ;  from  whence,  through 
the  openings  in  the  trees,  they  could  command 
an  extensive  view,  and  even  see,  in  the  dis- 
tance, Talbot  Hall. 

The  leaves  had  spread  out  from  the  buds,  and 
the  birds,  delighted  with  the  approach  of  sum- 
mer, warbled  their  spring  notes  of  joy,  flirting, 
and  chasing  each  other,  coyishly  hopping  from 
branch  to  twig,  with  an  air  of  coquetish  play- 
fulness. Neither  Darcy  nor  Ada  looked  or 
smiled  on  the  happy  birds,  or  heeded  the  beauty 
of  the  surrounding  scenery. 

The  gloom  again  deepened  on  Darcy's  brow. 
Whilst  Ada  watched  his  features  wistfully,  her 
own  became  sorrow^ful,  as  ii  the  cloud  that 
darkened  the  husband's   countenance  had  also 
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cast  its  shade  on  the  wife.      Gently  she  wound 
her  arm  around  him,  and  whispered — 

"Is  there  not  one  smile  for  me — for  your 
Ada?" 

Darcy,  partly  roused  from  his  reverie,  stared 
on  her  for  a  time,  with  a  painful  look  of  un- 
consciousness ;  and,  suddenly,  folding  her  to 
his  breast,  pressed  his  lip  to  her  forehead. 

Slight  as  had  been  the  sound  of  their  foot- 
steps, and  low  as  were  Ada's  whispered  words, 
they  had  been .  overheard  by  an  ear  whose 
hearing  was  keen  as  that  of  an  animal. 

From  beneath  the  jutting  bank  where  they 
stood,  stalked  forth  a  man,  wrapped  in  an  over- 
coat, such  as  clergymen  wear;  he  raised  his 
bare  and  matted  head  of  hair,  and  seeing  Darcy 
drew  forth  a  paper  parcel,  and  roared — 

''  Here  they  are  !  to  the  devil  with  such 
police — they  shall  never  get  them  !  No  use 
your  holding  him,  the  mad  wont  harm  the 
mad.  Kot  me  nor  Ned  Fagan  that  shot  3  our 
father — it  was  Tim  Nowlan  ! 

"  The  black  wolf !"  ejaculated  Darcy,  strug- 
gling to  shake  off  his  wife's  hold,  and  dragging 
her  towards  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  as  if  he 
intended  to  spring. 

"  Heavens  1"  exclaimed  Ada,  clasping  him 
tightly  ;  the  next  instant  Dennis  O'Shane  had 
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crept  away  into  the  thicket.  It  was  in  vain 
that  Darcy,  with  his  bride  by  his  side,  sought 
him  every  where  ;  they  saw  him  not  again. 

They  are  in  the  carriage  once  more.  And 
now  it  is  standing  in  front  of  Talbot  Hall ;  the 
steps  are  let  down.  Greig  stares  hard  at 
Darcy. 

All  that  evening  Ada  sat  alone  \Tith  her 
husband ;  they  mingled  not  with  the  family 
party.  When  he  had  fallen  asleep  on  the  sofa 
in  the  apartment  allotted  to  them,  she  stole 
down  stairs  gently,  and  entered  the  drawing- 
room.  Her  step  was  less  haughty — her  proud 
head  less  lofty — the  eye  anxious — the  ear  ever 
attentive — her  cheek  pale  as  alabaster. 

No  one  questioned  her — they  did  not  even 
ask  if  her  husband  was  unwell — they  tried  to 
talk  and  smile — but  every  lip  became  silent,  as  if 
each  heart  had  whispered  some  tale  of  madness  ! 
which  made  them  shrink  from  speaking,  lest 
a  single  word  might  prove  that  they  knew 
what  ailed  the  young  biide. 

Ada,  finding  that  her  presence  was  a  re- 
straint on  the  whole  party,  was  glad  to  retire 
to  her  own  apartments.  Her  husband  was  not 
there — he  had  disappeared  —  whither  ?  A 
cold  shiver  crept  over  her,  as  she  thought  of 
what  Darcy  had  said  in  the  carriage  about 
Avishing  to  look  on  Annie  Talbot.     The  blood 
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gathered  to  her  heart,  and  staying  its  throb, 
for  a  second,  rushed  through  every  vein  in 
burning  streams. 

To  no  one  did  she  confide  her  fears  ;  through 
the  lonely  hour  of  night,  she  wended  her  way 
to  the  dead  girl's  grave.  Ere  she  reached  it, 
she  paused  ;  the  rays  of  a  lamp  fell  on  two 
human  beings,  who  had  removed  the  marble 
slabs,  and  were  digging  with  such  fierce 
energy,  that  the  damps  which  had  gathered  on 
their  bare  foreheads,  showed  how  hard  they 
had  toiled.     Their  coats  were  thrown  off. 

Wildly  did  Ada's  heart  beat ;  it  was  not 
that  she  feared  man — no,  it  was  a  feeling  more 
dreadful.  Before  her,  she  beheld  her  own 
husband  and  Joe,  and  close  to  them,  as  if 
they  had  imparted  the  wildness  of  their  fevered 
imaginations  to  the  dog,  Pilot,  scratching  with 
his  paws,  ever  and  again  scenting  the  loosened 
earth. 

After  pausing,  to  overcome  the  choking  sen- 
sation in  her  throat,  she  glided  to  her  husband's 
side,  placed  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and  looked 
him  in  the  face.  Darcy  started  ;  and  spring- 
ing back,  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  and  fear ; 
whilst  Joe,  quietly  leaning  on  his  spade, 
said — 

"  Joe  saw  Pilot  prick  up  the  ears,  and  Joe 
knew  somebody  was  coming." 
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Without  a  word,  she  linked  her  arm  within 
her  husband's,  and  led  him  away  as  if  he  had 
been  a  child. 

''  Are  you  not  jealous,  Ada  dear  ?"  he  whis- 
pered, trembling  all  over. 

''  'No,  I  am  distressed." 

^'  I  am  not  well,''  said  Darcy,  pressing  his 
burniDg  lip  to  her  forehead ;  "let  us  go  home ; 
why  are  you  out  in  the  cold  night  dews  ?  are 
you  not  atraid  ?  The  spirits  are  wandering  at 
this  hour." 

Ada  answered  not ;  she  felt  that  it  was  a 
moment  that  required  all  her  energies.  To- 
gether they  entered  Talbot  Hall,  the  front  door 
of  which  she  had  purposely  left  ajar.  When 
she  looked  on  his  flushed  and  heated  face,  and 
saw,  by  the  light  of  the  candles,  the  wild 
sparkle  of  his  eye,  and  heard  his  incessant 
mutter  of  broken  words,  Ada  paled,  and  be- 
came colourless ;  but  her  presence  of  mind 
forsook  her  not.  She  would  have  given  him  a 
sleeping  cordial ;  but  he  pushed  it  aside  an- 
grily ;  he  glanced  at  her  furtively — his  eye 
could  rest  no  where,  it  followed  the  beings  of 
its  own  imagination  around  and  around  the 
room ;  then  cowering,  he  would  whisper,  with 
startling  force — 

'^  Oh,  Ada  !    my  father !    see,   his  head  is 
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bleeding — he  is  waving  to  me  !''  then  starting 
up — ^'let  me  go — I  will  throttle  !N"owlan, 
there  !  there  !  the  Black  Wolf !  Joe  !  Joe  !" 

Darcy,  overcome  by  fatigue,  at  last  lay  at 
full  length  on  the  sofa ;  his  rest  was  broken 
and  unrefreshing.  Ada,  parting  the  dark 
curling  hair  off  Tiis  brow,  laid  her  cheek 
against  his,  and  tried  to  catch  the  words  of  his 
disturbed  dreams.  She  recalled  all  Mrs.  Tal- 
bot had  said  to  her,  and  how  anxious  she  had 
been  to  break  off  the  engagement ;  and,  at  a 
moment  like  this,  when  any  girl  would  have 
burst  into  tears,  or  fainted,  she  only  sighed  to 
herself — 

"•  Alas,  to  live  on  for  life  in  this  suspense, 
with  one  so  dear." 

Then  she  knelt  and  prayed. 

No  soul,  save  Mrs.  Talbot,  in  the  quiet 
house,  knew  how  the  young  bride  spent  that 
night ;  all  they  knew  was,  that  they  had  re- 
turned after  midnight,  and  believed  they 
slept.  No  lid  remained  unclosed  in  the  still- 
ness but  Ada's  and  Mrs.  Talbot's. 

After  Lucy  had  offered  up  her  prayers,  she 
had  lain  on  her  couch,  thinking,  with  melan- 
choly sorrow  of  her  cousin  and  his  wife.  But 
soon,  that  sleep  which  loves  to  woo  the  inno- 
cent,^  came  soitly  stealing  over    the    musing 
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girl,  and  banishing  all  other  thoughts,  un- 
folded within  her  heart  the  image  of  the  being 
from  whom  she  seemed  to  hold  existence,  as 
flowers  in  closing  beneath  twilight  embosom 
within  their  leaflets  the  refreshing  dew — image 
of  the  life  giving  shower.  While  Lucy 
sweetly  slept  and  dreamt  of  love  and  angels, 
Mrs.  Talbot  had  twice  stolen  from  her  slum- 
bering husband's  side.  Flitting  from  room  to 
room,  she  glided  about  like  an  uneasy  spirit, 
until  she  reached  the  door  of  the  young 
couple's  room ;  there  she  listened  to  catch  the 
slightest  sound.  If  she  could  have  heard  her 
nephew's  deep  breathing,  whispering  of  slum- 
ber, she  had  been  at  rest,  she  had  known  Ada 
was  safe  ;  but  the  very  stillness  was  alarming. 
She  thought  of  softly  trying  the  lock.  If  the 
bride  should  be  awake  !  what  plea  could  she 
make  for  entering  their  room  at  such  an  un- 
reasonable hour?  Trembling  from  cold  and 
nervous  uncertainty,  Mrs.  Talbot  hung  round 
the  spot ;  she  listened  attentively. 

**  Poor  fellow !"  sighed  Ada,  aloud,  "  your 
sleep  is  less  restless." 

Mrs.  Talbot  heard  the  words,  and  retired. 

Shortly  afterwards,  Darcy  started ;  finding 
Ada  leaning  over  him,  his  eye  fell,  it  dared  not 
meet  hers,  as  he  asked — 
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^'  Why  are  you  up  ?  take  my  place,  dear, 
and  I  will  watch  over  your  sleep." 

There  was  in  his  averted  look,  and  the  agita- 
tion with  which  he  articulated  the  words, 
something  that  alarmed  his  wife  more  than 
ever.  She  concealed  her  fears  ;  and  going  to 
his  dressing-room,  under  some  feigned  plea, 
took  from  the  chimney-piece  two  pistols,  which 
Darcy  kept  there.  They  were  both  loaded. 
Pulling  off  the  percussion  caps,  to  prevent 
danger,  she  thrust  them  into  her  bosom,  con- 
cealed his  razors,  and  returned  to  humour  his 
malady.  To  please  him,  Ada  lay  herself  down 
on  the  bed  in  the  adjoining  room,  leaving  the 
door  between  them  wide  open,  to  enable  her 
to  watch  his  movements.  Ere  long  he  rose 
stealthily  from  the  sofa,  went  to  his  dressing- 
room  ;  and  returning,  disappointedly,  he  ap- 
proached the  fire,  took  up  the  poker,  and  stole 
craftily  towards  her.  The  expression  of  his 
features  was  quite  altered,  his  face  was  pale, 
the  lip  compressed,  the  eye  restless,  wild,  and 
cunning. 

Ada  saw  it  all ;  yet  she  neither  stirred  nor 
screamed,  as  he  steod  looking  on  her.  Through 
her  nearly  closed  lids,  she  watched  him,  as  with 
the  cunning  of  madness  he  locked  the  door, 
and  then  came  over  to  the  bed  a  second  time. 
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He  paused — Love  and  Pity,  struggling  with 
Insanity,  kept  him  from  raising  the  deadly  in- 
strument. 

^'  Annie,  do  not  ask  me  to  do  it  ?"  he  said, 
turning  and  addressing  an  imaginary  form, 
^^  what !  will  she  murder  me,  if  I  spare  her  ?" 
His  eye  flashed,  his  arm  was  upraised. 

Ada  sprang  from  her  couch ;  and  drawing 
both  pistols  from  her  breast,  exclaimed — 

'^  Lay  it  down,  or  I  fire  !-' 

The  madman  drew  back — he  recoiled  before 
the  flash  of  her  eagle  eye  ;  dropping  the  dan- 
gerous iron,  he  said,  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened— 

^'  Ada,  you  do  not  love  me — don't  kill  me." 

What  would  she  not  have  given  to  have 
thrown  her  arms  about  him  at  that  moment. 
But  she  felt  that  the  happiness  of  both  their 
future  lives  was  at  stake — that  she  must,  in  this 
wild,  hour  inspire,  him  with  fear — the  man  she 
loved  so  dearly. 

^'  Take  my  place,  it  is  your  turn  to  lie  down; 
there  !''  she  exclaimed,  pointing  authoritatively 
to  tLe  bed,  whilst  she  still  held  the  pistols 
towards  him.  "  Let  me  not  have  to  repeat  the 
command.     I  will  be  obeyed,  this  instant  !" 

"  Ada,  you  will  kiss  me  first,"  said  the  poor 
fellow,  in  a  coaxing  tone,  looking  unconscious 
of  having  wished  to  injure  her. 
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'^No — lie  down!" 

'^  Darcy  obeyed,  with  the  docility  of  a  child  ; 
he  looked  up  to  his  bride  for  forgiveness ;  then, 
as  if  there  had  been  no  more  care  on  his  mind 
than  on  an  infant's,  he  closed  his  lids.  The 
madness  and  the  man  both  slept. 

Oittimes  after  day  has  deepened  into  night, 
a  strange  light  still  lingers  on  the  horizon,  so 
when  the  light  of  the  mind  hath  set  into  the 
dark  night  of  madness,  a  fitful  gleam  of  the 
departed  intellect  still  lingers  behind,  until  the 
dawn  of  reason  returns. 

The  young  bride  gazed  on  her  husband ;  she 
pressed  her  lips  to  his  ;  then  placing  her  hand 
to  her  throbbing  temple,  reeled,  and  fell  to  the 
floor  senseless.  Through  the  window  stared  in 
the  full  moon. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 


We  must  return  to  the  spot  where  Darcy  had 
seen  Dennis  O'Shane.  From  sunset  to  night- 
fall of  that  day,  from  nightfall  to  early  dawn  of 
the  next,  has  the  young  chief,  and  his  picked 
men,  been  on  the  track  of  the  Elack  Wolf. 
They  have  found  far  back,  in  a  dark  chasm, 
beneath  the  jutting  bank,  the  mangled  carcase 
of  a  sheep,  and  deeper  still,  sparkling  in  the 
dark  den,  the  still  burning  embers  with  which 
the  flesh  had  been  heated,  and  then  ravenously 
devoured. 

Now  that  Kennedy's  wish  is  on  the  eve  of 
being  fulfilled,  and  that  he  feels  certain  of 
entrapping  the  Black  Wolf  at  last,  why  is  he 
so  down  hearted  ?  Why  tracks  he  O'Shane 
with  a  dragging  step,  and  thoughtful  brow  ? 
Why  has  his  former  ardour  to  capture  the 
dreaded  murderer  forsaken  him  ?  Because 
Emma  Dawson  has  confessed  to  him  her  attach- 
ment to  Captain  Leslie. 

VOL,    III.  u 
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Kennedy  has  suddenly  roused  himself;  he 
is  active  egain — he  has  formed  some  resolution. 
He  does  not  wish  it  to  be  said  that  he  has  been 
baffled  by  O'Shane,  and  disappointed  by  Emma 
Dawson.  But  the  ambitious  feeling  that  once 
made  him  so  enduring  to  fatigue,  so  unrelenting 
in  pursuit,  is  at  an  end,  pride  alone  remains  to 
gall  him  on.  This  task  once  accomplished,  he 
has  come  to  the  determination  of  resigning  his 
commission  and  leaving  the  country. 

Through  dell,  briar,  and  brake,  lie  is  follow- 
ing the  trail  of  a  huge  bare  foot.  At  early 
dawn  he  is  again  on  the  track  of  the  Black 
"Wolf — ah  !  hark  !  it  is  a  voice  halloing — the 
priest  on  his  way  from  a  death- bed — ^he  is 
pointing  to\Yards  high,  and  almost  inaccessible 
banks  that  overhang  the  sullen  river,  which  is 
trying  to  undermine  their  b.:se.  Dennis 
O'Shane  stands  panting,  looking  down  on  the 
valley  below,  to  watch  their  movements  ;  but 
Avhy  docs  he  not  fly  ?  On  what  is  he  straining 
his  eyes  so  hard,  and  why  smiles  Kennedy 
grimly  ?  Creepmg  over  the  heathery  hills,  in 
the  crouching  attitude  of  dogs,  hnumg  game, 
their  green  backs,  from  time  to  tiuie,  barely 
visible  over  the  gorse,  O'Shane  sees  a  body  of 
police  who  have  lain  concealed  by  Kennedy's 
directions.  Tiie  murderer  feels  he  is  entrapped. 
Something  of  the  young  officer's  former  buoy- 
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ancy  and  activity  has  returned ;  his  face  is 
flushing  with  hope  and  excitement ;  he  is  the 
first  man  in  the  racing  scramble  up  the  steep 
and  craggy  hiil  side  ;  yet  he  calls  out — 
^'  The  best  man  forward  !  lead  who  can  !" 
Hemmed  in  on  every  side,  the  daring  ruffian 
sees  escape  is  impossible — his  wild  eye  is  flash- 
ing from  object  to  object,  each  bush  seems 
alive,  green  jackets  are  hid  behind,  beneath 
them;  ever  and  agam  an  eager  iace  peers 
through  an  opening  to  discover  if  their  otficer 
is  still  elamberiui^r  up  the  difheiilt  oass.  Yes  ! 
they  are  gaining  the  summit  fast;  still  O'Shane, 
thou2:h  staggering  from  fatiguCj  seeks  not  to 
fly ;  he  is  standmg  fearlessly  by  the  edigo  of 
the  precipice,  looking  from  them  down  into  an 
eddying  hole  where  the  water  is  deepest.  jS'ow 
his  mad  laugh  rings  with  strange  wildness. 
He  beckons  tiiem  on  ;  and  unfurling  the  papers, 
waves  them  over  his  liead.  His  purpose  seems 
to  throw  them  into  the  dark  stream,  if  a  hand 
is  laid  on  him.     There  is  in  his  look  insanity! 

"  Yie  are  on  hi. a  novv,"  exclaimed  Kennedy, 
breathing  quicker,  and  addressing  his  panting 
men,  '^  he  is  linking,  he  cannot  iiold  out  any 
longer — hold !  ho  .v  close  he  stands  to  the 
brink-— w^atcli  thiit  carrion  crow^  how  she  hovers 
over  him.  He  cannot  escape — ah  !  another 
step,    ana He   is    leaning  over —looking 

R   1 


364  TALBOT   HALL. 

down  that  abyss— stand  back — bow  be  reels — 
see,  be  is  staggering  nearer — and  now  be  waves 
for  ns  to  come  on — forward  !" 

On  O'Shane's  gbastly  countenance  was  a 
demoniac  smile,  as  be  called  out  in  a  boarse 
voice — 

'^  Come  on  !  come  on  !  Let  me  see  wbo  will 
follow  me — tbere  1"  pointing  to  the  ill-omened 
bird,  ^'  sbe  is  the  only  oj^  that  will  follow." 

The  chief  advanced  a  few  paces ;  the  men 
trod  silently  in  bis  footsteps,  fearing  to  look 
over  the  craggy  height,  along  which  they 
moved  giddily. 

'^  Come  on,  and  don't  be  trembling  like 
children  1"  roared  O'Shane  tauntingly ;  ^'  listen 
to  that  music,"  pointiDg  down  to  the  growling 
waters,  ^'  that  is  the  proper  sort  of  winding- 
sheet  ;  look  bow  white  it  is  making  itself 
against  the  rocks." 

Kennedy  moved  towards  him  inch  by  inch, 
and  signing  one  of  his  men  to  go  round  to 
divert  O'Shane's  attention,  crept  on  stealthily, 
with  bis  eye  fixed,  as  if  be  watched  for  the 
moment  to  spring.  He  stood  within  a  yard  of 
the  hunted  man  whose  features  wore  the  hue 
of  one  who  had  lain  in  the  charnel  ground. 
The  men's  cheeks  paled  as  they  looked  on  ; 


TALBOT    HALL.  365 

Kennedy  stood  motionless  as  a  statue.  O'Shane 
moved  not;  not  a  muscle  stirred  for  a  few 
seconds  on  either  of  the  faces  as  each  tried  to 
read  the  other's  intentions. 

Twice  did  the  chief  raise  his  hand,  and  twice 
did  0' Shane's  foot  hang  over  the  precipice. 
Then  in  his  turn  the  murderer  seemed  to  be 
preparing  to  spring  on  the  officer.  The  slight- 
est movement  from  one  of  that  awe- stricken 
group,  and  his  body  hung  over  the  stream. 
O'Shane  seemed  to  take  delight  in  the  deadly 
excitement — 

"  More  power  to  you  for  a  parson,"  he 
croaked  out,  addressing  the  carrion  crow,  '^  how 
impatient  you  are  getting  for  your  share  of 
the  burying — bad  cess  to  the  cowardly  set," 
then  to  the  men,  ^  which  of  your  pale  faces 
will  he  dart  his  beak  into  first  ?  come  on  ! 
brave  lot  of  you,  not  one  dare  lay  finger  on 
a  starving  man  weak  with  hunger,"  with  a 
yell  he  sprang  forward  ;  the  chief  met  him — a 
fearless  struggle — the  ground  shook  beneath 
their  feet — it  gaped — it  tottered — no  one  dared 
fire — a  wild  shriek  burst  on  the  still  air,  and 
dashing  itself  into  unaccountable  echos,  rushed 
madly  to  the  hill-tops  aud  down  into  the 
deepest  caverns,  as  if  there  was  no  resting- 
place  for  the  unearthly  shriek.  Endless  seemed 
the  minute  whilst    they  gazed   on   the   dark 
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waters  where  the  splash  marked  the  falL 
First  rose  a  few  large  bubbles,  next  a  dis- 
turbing heave,  then  followed  a  struggling  form 
wose  glaring  eye  was  rendered  more  frightful 
by  a  deep  gash  on  the  forehead.  They  thought 
a  gurgling  laugh  was  mingled  with  the  growl- 
ing of  tl;e  river,  they  listened  with  breathless 
fear.  That  blustering  tongue  was  hushed  for 
ever.  Three  tim.es  the  dripping  face  came  to 
the  surface,  and  each  time  the  features  set 
madder  in  death.  They  waited  for  it  to  rise 
no  more ;  but  saw  that  face  not  again.  AU 
this  time  Kennedy,  who,  by  a  fearful  spring 
had  bounded  back  at  the  moment  the  soil 
gave  way,  stood  panting  and  looking  down 
among  the  rocks.  Then,  pointing  to  the 
folded  papers,  a  portion  of  which  were  visible 
from  behind  a  clump  of  furze,  he  said — 

"  Xo  man,  except  of  his  own  free  will,  need 
follow  me." 

But,  when  they  saw  their  young  chief 
descending,  they  crawled  after  him  ;  and  cling- 
ing to  the  tufts  of  grass,  held  their  breaths. 

The  carrion  crow  screeched  and  flapped  over 
their  heads. 

The  parcel  is  in  Kennedy's  breast  ;  he  is 
hurrying  to  Talbot  hall. 

Hours  later,  when  no  living  thing,  save  the 
carrion  crow,  remained  watching  by  the  side  of 
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the  turnhole,  the  lifeless  form  of  Dennis  O'Sbane 
rose  to  the  surface,  and  flew  around  and  around, 
until  the  waters  of  the  whirlpool,  tired  of  their 
new  toy,  floated  it  down  to  the  shallows, 
where  the  river  spread  over  a  wide  bed  of 
stones,  from  top  to  top  of  which  the  croaking 
bird  hopped,  eyeing  the  upturned  rags  rising 
and  sinking  on  the  ripple,  as  the  wind- shaken 
leaves  of  a  dead  branch.  Over  and  over  rolled 
the  swollen  mass  until  it  reached  the  mill- 
dam  ;  here  it  paused,  and  hanging  over  the 
sluice,  appeared  to  be  glaring  on  the  lashed 
foam,  balanced  to  and  fro,  as  if  in  very  sport, 
then  plunged  beneath  the  crashing  wheel. 
Bruised  and  mangled  it  escaped  from  the 
boiling  froth,  the  face  was  upturned — v/hat  a 
mad  stare  !  That  night  a  deluge  of  rain 
encreased  the  river  till  it  roared.  Tossed 
from  bank  to  bank  among  the  bending  rushes 
that  were  one  by  one  uptorn  from  their  strain- 
ing roots,  the  body  wandered  from  side  to 
side ;  for  it  there  was  no  resting  place.  Dark- 
ness, growing  darker;  and  the  sea's  sullen 
roar  is  heard  in  the  distance.  The  swift  stream 
is  bearing  the  human  form  towards  the  broken 
surf.  Three  hungry  waves,  foaming  with  rage, 
have  sprung  forward ;  and  now  a  thousand 
rampant    breakers   are   disporting    themselves 
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in  mad  play  with  the  dead  body  of  the  black 
wolf. 

As  Nowlan  appears  but  once  more  in  these 
pages,  here  then,  let  him  come  forward  in  the 
same  chapter  as  his  dead  confederate. 

The  law,  that  dread  instrument  of  Heaven's 
will  on  earth,  which  empowers  man  to  avenge 
oppression,  treachery,  and  murder,  has  laid  its 
impartial  hand  on  Nowlan  after  another  trial. 
A  pale  ray  creeps  through  the  grated  bars  of 
his  cell,  but  ere  it  could  reach  the  sombre 
recess  where  he  is  seated,  it  sickened  and  died 
away.  The  day  of  his  doom  has  arrived.  Alone, 
he  sat  straining  his  eye-balls  on  the  hideous 
spectres  conscience-summoned  forth  from  the 
dark  corners  to  glare  on  him.  In  vain  he 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands  to  exclude  them. 
Shuddering  he  would  start  with  the  maddening 
thought  of  a  Hereafter;  then  did  his  craven  lieart 
sink,  and  treacherously  turn  on  himself,  as  it 
had  so  often  done  on  others,  terrifying  him 
with  its  wild  pant.  A  key  turned.  He  crawled 
to  the  door ;  the  flash  from  a  lantern  sparkled 
in  his  sunken  eyes.  His  trembling  daughter, 
leaning  on  the  turnkey,  stood  before  him. 
Nowlan  grovelled  at  their  feet,  and  implored 
them  not  to  leave  him  alone. 

When  the  time  was  up,  she  hung  on  her 
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father's  neck,   but  on  his  face   the  wretched 
girl  never  looked. 

James  Young  awaited  without ;  he  had  not 
courage  to  witness  the  parting. 

The  gaoler  turned  away  to  harden  himself; 
then  with  an  effort  the  strong  man  separated 
parent  from  child,  and  carried  TsTelly  out. 

When  the  retreating  steps  died  away,  l!^owlan 
crawled  back  to  the  stool,  and  as  night  came 
on,  courted  sleep  to  lull  the  brain  fever  that 
was  consuming  him.  Eacked  by  dreams  of 
murder,  he  started  and  clutched  his  throat  as 
if  he  were  choking.  Thoughts  black  as  his 
own  soul  came  trooping  on.  Awake  or  asleep 
torture,  working  under  high  pressure,  threat- 
ened to  burst  the  overpowered  brain. 

The  morning  of  his  fate  has  at  last  dawned. 
When  brought  out  into  that  open  air  which 
makes  the  most  abject  captive's  heart  leap 
with  the  feeling  of  momentary  liberty,  iSTowlan 
slunk  back ;  for  as  he  crossed  the  gaol  yard, 
disgust  on  the  lowest  culprit's  features  bespoke 
the  horror  with  which  each  recoiled  as  from  a 
plague-stricken  wretch. 

When  he  stood  on  the  scaffold,  his  heart 
became  paralyzed ;  he  gazed  vacantly  on  the 
sea  of  upturned  fiaces  that  were  hxed  in  sullen 
silence  on  himself,  and  knew  not  the  cause  of 
the   yielding  in  that  dense  crowd ;  his  reeling 
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eyes  saw  not  that  each  countenance,  as  it 
turned,  softened  with  a  tear  of  pity. 

James  Young  was  bearing  away  in  his  arms 
the  form  of  a  senseless  girl,  who  had  thrown 
herself  at  the  Sheriff's  feet  to  implore  for 
mercy — to  implore  in  vain — the  law  sternly 
demanded  liie  for  life. 

Father  Tracey  bade  him  kneel  down ;  mo- 
tioning the  executioner  out  of  hearing,  he 
whispered — 

'^  Is'owlan,  you  are  dead  to  this  world — in  a 
few  moments—-'^  he  paused,  for  the  gasping 
wretch  clutched  at  him,  and  grovelled  at  his 
feet.  ''  See,"  resumed  the  priest  trembling 
violently,  "  he  is  only  waiting  until  I  leave 
you — make  your  dying  confession,-' 

"  I  am  innocent;  save  me — save  me  !"  gur- 
gled i^owlan. 

The  priest  knelt  by  his  side  ;  rising  after 
praying,  he  covered  his  face  with  both  hands^ 
murmuring  in  a  broken  voice — 

'^  God  have  mercy  on  your  soul." 

"  Can  nothing  save  me,  holy  father  ?"  he 
asked  in  a  hollow  voice,  seizing  at  the  reced- 
ing coat. 

''  Xo  earthly  power,"  replied  Father  Tracey^ 
lowering  his  ear  to  the  wretch's  lips.  lie  did 
not  start  Vvhen  he  heard  the  confession. 

*'  J^owlan,"  he  said,  "  1  knew  that  you  shot 
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old  Mr.  Darcy — I  feared  that  you  had  murdered 
the  Agent." 

The  old  reptile  signed  him  to  stoop  again  ;  he 
could  hardly  articulate. 

This  time  the  priest  started  back  repeating  to 
himself — 

^*  Your  own  child's  life  !" 

Nowlan  felt  the  halter  going  on  his  neck, 
but  ere  the  knot  tightened,  fear  had  ren- 
dered him  senseless ;  before  he  swung  he  was 
dead. 
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CHAPTEE    XXY 


Hervey  sat  by  the  ailing  Baronet's  bed  side  ; 
and  in  a  recess  of  the  window  stood  Charley, 
with  his  arm  around  his  sister's  waist.  Whilst 
he  told  her  of  the  trick  he  had  played  the  old 
butler,  his  account  drew  from  her  the  sweetest 
smiles  ;  but  w4ien  he  whispered  that  he  loved 
Mary,  Flora  said  in  her  voice  of  peculiar  soft- 
ness, so  like  her  mother's — 

''  You  must  not  give  all  your  heart  to  Mary, 
keep  a  little  corner  for  me." 

The  boy  kissed  her  cheek.  Gale,  overhear- 
ing the  words,  raised  himself  to  his  elbow, 
and  waving  Charley  to  his  side,  he  said,  as  a 
tear  gathered  in  his  eye,  and  rolled  down  on 
his  kneeling  son — 

"  Your  affection  makes  me  wish  to  linger 
on — my  boy,  you  are  young  to  have  furmed 
attachments  out  of  your  own  family — the  heart 
that  unfolds  itself  thus  early,  may  it  not  give 
thee  pain  in  later  years  ?  think  ere  you  yield  to 
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these  feelings  ;  but  oh  !  if  ever  your  love  is 
returned,  trifle  not  with  the  object — dim  not 
its  pure  lustre  by  the  breath  of  an  unkind 
word—  mar  not  its  happiness  and  your  own  by 
a  single  unthinking  act.  I  speak  freely,  be- 
cause you  may  inherit  some  of  my  changeable 
nature,  which  ever  led  me  to  seek  new  faces, 
though  still  loving  the  one  above  all."  He 
dropped  his  voice  to  a  nearly  inaudible  whisper, 
*'  this  is  your  second  attachment — you  loved 
before  you  saw  Mary  Talbot.'' 

The  boy's  face  l.ecame  the  deepest  scarlet ; 
his  father  had  read  the  secret  that  he  believed 
no  eye  had  fathomed,  he  had  discovered  that 
Lydia  had  once  had  air  his  affections. 

Gale  pressing  his  son's  hand,  resumed  in  a 
louder,  but  less  firm  voice — 

"  When  I  am  gone,  be  to  your  mother  and 
sister  their  lover,  share  your  heart  with  them 
until  you  give  it  whole  to  Mary  Talbot — bless 
you,  my  boy — and  you,  my  little  snow- drop, 
why  so  pen^^ive  ?  Come  to  me — kneel  sweet 
one.     I  am  in  a  soft  mood." 

He  pronounced  not  a  word  over  the  child  ; 
only  his  transparent  hands  rested  on  her  waving 
hair.  The  delicate  bud  bent  beneath  the 
shower  of  tears  that  weighed  down  its  head. 

Hervey  moved  to  the  window,  and  to  show 
that  he  was  not  watching,  tried  to  hum  an  air ; 
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it  would  not  leave  his  throat.  He  intended 
smiling  on  the  child  as  she  arose  from  the  bed- 
side, her  hair  wet  with  tears,  her  father's  only 
blessing ;  but  when  he  saw  her  fold  her  little 
arms  around  the  sick  man's  neck,  press  her 
lips  to  his,  and  brush  away  with  her  hand  the 
sparkling  drops  from  his  lashes,  Hervey 
turned  away.  Instead  of  smiling  on  Flora,  he 
gazed  out  of  the  window,  very  earnestly — on 
nothing. 

^^  Hervey,"  said  Gale,  in  a  low  subdued 
voice,  "  come  and  sit  by  me  again — this  scene 
has  moved  you,"  seeing  that  he  remained 
silent,  the  baronet  resumed,  "it  is  a  touching 
sight  to  see  a  united  ftimily,"  then  in  a  whis- 
per, "  but  the  parting,  it  must  come,"  chang- 
ing the  subject,  and  with  an  effort  at  rousing 
himself,  "  why  tarries  Violetta  so  long?" 

"  The  object,"  replied  Hervey,  "  of  her  visit 
to  the  Abbess,  may  keep  her  some  time  yet ; 
they  will  have  much  to  speak  of — there  will  be 
a  good  deal  of  explanation — my  mother  will, 
at  last,  be  free  from  one  poisoned  thought ;  you 
can  prove  to  her  that  her  own  marriage  was 
legal,  and  that  she  has  entailed  no  disgrace  on 
her  children  save — would  to  Heaven  the  re- 
maining stain  could  at  once  be  cleared." 

"She  bound  herself,  at  your  father's  death- 
bed, by  a  vow,  never  to  see  you  until  you  were 
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of  age,  and  then,  if  no  others  forestalled  her, 
to  disclose  to  you,  herself,  her  part  in  the  pain- 
ful tragedy ;  but,  if  I  could  only  see  her — that 
letter  of  Tune's  clerk  leads  me  to  hope  that  she 
may  have  been  the  unintentional  cause  of  the 
unnatural  death  of  Leslie's  mother." 

He  ceased  speaking  for  a  moment,  then  re- 
sumed. 

"  I  will  rise,  help  me  to  dress,  it  requires 
but  an  effort,  see, I  am  stronger — go  and  take  a 
turn,  dears,"  addressing  Charley  and  Flora, 
"  Mr.  Hervey  will  take  your  mother's  place  ; 
he  will  try  to  put  on  my  clothes,  with  her 
gentleness,  he  will  look  on  me  as  on  an  ailing 
child,  one  whom  he  pities,  although  I  deserve 
it  not  from  him." 

When  they  had  left  the  room,  lie  leant  on 
Hervey,  who,  in  silence,  assisted  him  to  sit  on 
the  bed  side.  Gale  smiled  on  his  new  nurse, 
who  sighed  as  if  he  were  preparing  him  to  be 
laid  in  a  coffin.  With  a  mournful  softness 
and  sweetness  of  manner  thax  Lucy's  influence 
had  moulded  into  winningne^s,  Rervey  finished 
his  task. 

"  Now  lend  me  your  arm,'^  said  Gale,  still 
smiling. 

ilis  friend  noted  the  flushing  tint  that 
spread  over  the  baronet's  palo  features,  as  he 
said,  with  an  attempt  at  cheerfulness — 
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^^  You  see  it  only  wants  an  effort.  I  will  go 
with  you,  but  you  must  still  appear  in  your 
gipsy  costume;  for  Yioletta  says  that  nothing 
will  induce  Lady  Gordon  to  break  her  sacred 
oath.  You  must  play  the  old  man,  though 
my  walk  and  gait  far  more  resemble  me  to  one 
than  you,  in  your  disguise — now,  my  dear 
fellow,  I  must  not  waste  my  strength,  order 
the  carriage." 

Her^  ey  paused,  hesitated  ;  his  dearest  wish 
might  now  be  fulfilled  by  a  word,  but  that 
word  might  cost  Gale  his  life. 

''  You  are  unable  to  stand,  unassisted,"  he 
said,  '*  1  cannot  purchase  my  happiness  at  such 
cost." 

''Think,  Hervey,  of  all  that  gentle  endear- 
ing g'rl  Lucy  Talbot  has  suffered,  by  the  sus- 
pense in  which  she  Las  been  kept — her  mother 
and  father — you  are  carrying  it  too  far.  Old 
Talbot,  this  very  morning,  sat  by  my  bed  side, 
and,  speaking  of  his  daughter's  health,  wept 
like  a  child — then  thinking  only  of  her,  and 
order  the — " 

A  fit  of  coughing  checked  him,  he  leant 
heavily  on  Hervey 's  arm ;  drawing  breath, 
with  difficulty,  he  resumed  afresh — 

"  Make  no  further  delay,  sit  me  down  by 
the  bed-side.     I   am  ready."     Ere   the  words 
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were  well  spoken,  lie  fell  on  his  supporter's 
breast. 

Hervey  bore  bis  light  and  wasted  body  to 
the  window,  the  baronet  opened  his  eyes  and 
pointing  to  the  door,  which  he  could  barely 
discern,  murmured — 

'^  I  am  ready." 

*^  His  head  lay  on  Hervey 's  shoulder,  and 
when  he  looked  up,  a  wandering  air  came  over 
his  face  as  he  breathed — 

'*  Where  is  Yioletta  !     Lay  me  down,  dear." 

Hervey  saw  that  Gale  mistook  him  for  his 
wife,  and  that  he  was  nearly  unconscious. 
Whilst  he  stood  with  the  sick  man  in  his 
arms,  doubting  how  to  act,  the  door  opened 
softly.  The  quick  and  noiseless  step  of  his 
wife  brought  her  to  the  side  of  her  husband. 
She  leant  over  him,  saying,  in  tones  of  touch- 
ing distress — 

*^  I  am  here,  Henry,"  he  saw  her  not,  but 
he  heard  her  soul  stirring  whispers,  and  smiled 
again. 

They  laid  him  on  the  bed.  The  nun  cast  a 
look  of  mild  but  touching  reproof  on  Hervey, 
as  she  led  his  eye  to  her  husband's  bandaged 
and  swollen  ankle  on  whose  feet  he  had  been 
unable  to  put  even  the  loosest  slipper.  In  her 
anxiety  to  assist,  the  hood  fell  from  her,  and 
for  the  first  time,  Hervey  beheld  Lady  Gale  to 
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advantage.  Her  thin  face,  flushed  with  exer- 
cise, still  retained  ail  the  sweet  delicacy  of 
feminine  loveliness,  the  hair  parted  off  the 
forehead,  and  carried  to  the  Lack  of  the  head, 
gave  to  the  features  an  unpretending  simplicity  ; 
the  figure,  though  still  youthful,  lacked  the 
rounded  symmetry,  which  had  wasted  beneath 
years  of  care  and  trouble,  yet  that  gentle  being 
had  scarce  breathed  the  soft  air  of  thirty  two 
summers.  With  her  lips  close  to  Gale's  pale 
cheek,  she  seemed  to  impart  and  share  with 
hiDi  the  breath  of  her  own  existence ;  the 
deadly  palor  gradually  left  his  thin  features,  a 
slight  tinge  stole  softly  over  them — thus  lying 
side  by  side  in  the  hushed  stillness,  the  wife 
seemed  to  blanch  as  if  her  blood  w^as  flowing 
into  her  husband's  veins. 

The  ailing  baronet  awoke  on  the  following 
morning,  refreshed  after  a  quiet  night's  sleep. 
It  was  a  lovely  spring  day,  the  sun  shone 
brightly,  not  a  passing  cloud  fleeted  over  the 
clear  blue  sky,  to  tell  of  change,  the  birds 
sang  to  their  loved  mates,  heeding  not  that 
truant  scholar  might  rob  them  of  their  little 
brood. 

Sir  Henry  raised  himself  to  his  elbow,  and 
leant  forward  until  the  sun's  golden  waters 
laved  his  cheek.  He  smiled  on  his  wife,  his 
son,  his  daughter ;  and  as  he  looked  on  the 
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fresh  and  budding  leaves  he  seemed  to  drink 
in  new  health  and  life.  His  eye  brightened, 
a  delicate  hue  spread  over  his  face,  the  colour 
returned  to  his  lip,  he  appeared  a  new  man. 

*'  Sweet  good  morrow,"  he  said,  in  a  soft 
clear  voice. 

They  approached  his  bed,  the  boy  and  girl 
felt  very  happy ;  but  beneath  Yioletta's  smile 
lay  hid  a  melancholy  presentiment. 

He  spoke  to  them  cheerfully  of  the  morrow, 
said  how  strong  he  felt,  bade  Charley  run  and 
tell  Hervey  how  well  he  was,  and  that  he 
would  be  able  to  accompany  him  to  the  nun- 
nery. 

The  boy  flew  to  do  his  bidding,  and  soon 
returned  with  Hervey,  whom  he  met  coming  to 
enquire  for  his  father. 

Sir  Henry  already  had  on  his  dressing  robe, 
and  very  shortly  afterwards  was  ready.  Hervey 
carried  him  to  the  carriage,  for  he  could  not 
place  his  swollen  foot  to  the  ground ;  a  quiver 
on  his  lip  told  of  pain,  but  he  smiled  it  away 
as  he  leant  against  the  cushion  his  wife  placed 
in  the  carriage  for  him  to  recline  on.  She 
rested  his  ankle  on  her  knees,  beckoned  Charley 
and  Flora  to  get  in,  and  signed  Hervey  to  sit 
by  her  husband's  side. 

The  Abbess,  prepared  by  Sister  Agnes  for 
the  coming  interview,  and  aware  of  its  nature, 
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awaited  Sir  Henry  Gale  at  the  grating  which 
divided  the  room  from  the  reception  hall.  She 
felt  painfully  anxious ;  for  having  seen  the 
burial  certificate,  whilst  in  O'Shane's  posses- 
sion, it  had  convinced  her  that  her  marriage 
to  Lord  Gordon  had  been  illegal.  On  this 
point,  however,  Sister  Agnes  had  set  her  mind 
at  rest.  What  puzzled  her  now,  was  how  Sir 
Henry  could  hope  to  clear  her  of  the  crime  of 
which  she  felt  herself  guilty. 

Hervey,  remained,  without,  with  Charley 
and  Flora. 

After  the  mutual  recognition  between  Gale 
and  Lady  Gordon,  djaring  which  she  main- 
tained a  dignified  reserve,  he  explained  to  her 
that  Lord  Gordon  had  been  married  to  Leslie's 
mother,  who,  at  the  time,  believed  her  husband 
dead,  his  name  having  been  returned  among 
the  brave  officers  who  fell  in  the  field  of  battle. 
After  Leslie's  birth  he  returned,  having 
escaped  with  another  prisoner  of  war. 

Gale  then  proceeded  to  confess  that  he  had 
bribed  a  French  priest  to  alter  the  dates  in  the 
certificate,  by  which  foruery,  Major  Leslie's 
death,  which  occurred  in  France,  shortly  after 
Captain  Leslie's  birth,  was  registered  as  having 
taken  place  three  months  prior  to  the  mar- 
riage. 
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The  Abbess  fell  on  her  knees,  and  remained 
offering  up  prayers  of  thanks  for  some  time. 

When  she  arose,  pale  and  agitated,  Gale, 
after  draining  a  glass  of  water  from  his  wife's 
hands,  at  once  referred  to  that  night,  on  which, 
seventeen  years  back,  he  had  seen  her  leave 
Lord  Gordon's  mansion  in  disguise,  acknow- 
ledgiug  that  he  had  watched  her  movements. 

'^  On  recovering,"  he  said,  ^'  you  may  re- 
member finding  yourself  in  my  arms ;  and, 
standing  over  you,  Mrs.  Leslie's  attendant, 
who  had  followed  you  out  from  her  mistress's 
house,  from  which  you  had  scarce  escaped  when 
you  swooned." 

Lady  Gordon's  pale  cheek  blanched  eyen 
more  than  it  had  already  done,  as  she  motioned 
him  to  proceed. 

''  I  had  followed  you  from  your  home,  saw 
you  go  to  a  chemist's,  next  enter  Mrs.  Leslie's 
lodgings,  and  shortly  after  rush  out — my  mind 
misgave  me — afterwards,  when  I  heard  that — 
then  it  struck  me,  from  your  manner,  that,  in 
a  mom.cnt  of  delirious  jealousy,  you — " 

'*  Hold  !"  exclaimed  the  Abbess,  catching 
at  the  partition  between  them  ;  ^^  I  will  confess 
all.  For  three  years,  during  which  my  hus- 
band was  devoted  to  me,  I  was  the  happiest  of 
wives — the  f?.tal  hour  came  at  last ;  one  cold 
evening,  as  we  sat  side  by  side,  Sven  happier 
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than  usual,  a  note  was  handed  to  him  ;  every 
drop  of  blood  left  his  cheek,  as  his  eye  caught 
the  inscription.  In  vain  did  I  question  :  he 
only  groaned  aloud,  as  if  some  fearf.il  calamity, 
had  just  been  revealed,  one,  which  no  power 
of  mine  could  induce  him  to  confide  to  me. 
From  that  day,  he  would  be  absent  whole 
evenings,  and  when  questioned  on  his  return, 
he  always  entreated  of  me  to  bear  with  the 
mystery  a  little  longer.  He  had  kept  me  in 
the  dark  as  to  a  former  marriage.  At  this 
period,  I  received  an  anonymous  note,  hinting 
an  attachment  on  my  husband's  part  to  a  lady, 
where  he  spent  the  hours  he  absented  himself 
from  home — my  mind  fired  up  instantly— that 
evening,  on  his  return,  I  taxed  him  fiercely 
with  inlidelity — on  the  next  night,  I  followed 
Jiim  in  disguise,  saw  him  enter  a  house  off 
Eegent  Street ;  and,  from  the  opposite  foot- 
path beheld  him,  with  his  arm  resting  on  the 
shoulder  of  a  beautiful  woman,  whose  dark 
eyes  were  seemingly  reading  into  his  very  soul. 
I  dashed  my  hand  across  my  eyes,  to  malre 
sure  that  what  I  had  v/itnessed  was  no  delu- 
sion of  the  brain  :  he  bent  his  face,  she  raised 
her  cheek — his  lip  rested  on  her  forehead. 
Scarce  knowing  what  I  did,  I  flew  to  a 
chemist's,  next  hurried  back,  rushed  into  the 
lodgings,  paused  on  the  landing  leading  into 
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the  room  where  they  were  ;  but,  h'^aring  a 
footstep,  withdrew  into  an  adjoining  apart- 
ment, where  I  saw  on  the  table  a  phial, 
labelled — ^  cough  mixture,  for  Mrs.  Leslie.' 
Something  dreadful  flashed  across  my  brain,  as 
I  thrust  my  hand  into  the  breast  of  my  dress, 
and  felt  for  the  phial  which  I  had  just  pur- 
chased— my  heart  throbbed  frightfully — I 
dashed  out  from  the  house  ;  and  from  the  ter- 
rible thought  vvhich  had,  momentarily,  flashed 
on  my  delirious  brain — I  felt  a  maddening 
pang  seize  my  heart,  only  relieved  by  a  reeling 
sensation,  as  I  fell  heavily  to  the  ground." 

Overcome,  she  buried  her  face  in  both  hands. 
Eeeovering,  after  a  time,  she  strained  her  eyes 
on  Gale's  pale  and  agitated  countenance,  for 
some  moments  painfully  studying  its  expres- 
sion ;  there  was  on  it  something  that  told  he 
had  more  to  reveal,  though  perplexed  how  to 
proceed. 

"  Some  few  months  back,"  he  said,  shading 
his  eyes,  and  tightly  pressing  his  fingers  to  his 
temple,  ^'  you  received  an  anonymous  note 
signed  B  ?" 

''Yes!"  exclaimed  the  Abbess,  starting  to 
her  feet ;  "  but  I  attached  no  faitii  to  its  con- 
tents— speak  !  quick  I" 

''It  came  from  one  who  was  a  clerk  in  Mr. 
Tune's  ofiice — one  who   is  now  a  wily  solici- 
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tor,  clever  in  legal  intrigues,  and  famed  for  his 
extraordinary  powers  of  discovering  clues  to 
crime." 

The  agitation  caused  by  Sir  Henry's 
last  remark  was  so  great,  that  he  paused,  and 
even  hesitated  about  proceeding. 

The  Abbess  sank  into  a  chair ;  her  face 
bowed-  forward,  till  it  rested  on  her  knees. 
At  last,  she  spoke  in  tones  of  deepest  an- 
guish— 

"Heaven  has  justly  punished  the  crime  I 
meditated  on  that  fearful  night — the  death  of, 
oh,  no,  the  suicide  of  myself — " 

"Then  you  did  not  meditate  the  death 
of " 

"  As  God  is  my  judge  !"  exclaimed  the 
wretched  woman,  "  1  stifled  the  fearful  thought 
that  beset  me  in  that  room — I  did  not  change 
my  phial — I  returned  home,  bent  on  my  first 
revenge,  and  swallowed  its  contents." 

A  new  light  flashed  on  Gale. 

"  Then  the  draught  did  not  harm  you  ?" 

"  When  I  looked  for  racking  pain,  or 
dreamy  stupor,  and  that  neither  followed,  I 
felt  myself  guilty  of  washing  to  take  my  own 
life — hours  after,  when  I  examined  the  grate 
into  which  I  threw  the  empty  phial,  there  lay 
a  label  which  had  dropped  oif — a  fearful  dread 
stole   over   me.     I   thought,    if,    in    my  mad 
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freuzy,  I  could  have  left  my  phial  on  the 
housekeeper's  table ;  then  came  the  conviction 
that  it  had  been  changed — how  ?  I  dared  not 
ask  myself  questions — my  dress  had  been  un- 
clasped while  I  lay  senseless.  1  remembered 
that  in  the  old  attendant's  hand  was  a  bottle 
so  like  mine  that  I  was  going  to  snatch  at  it — 
1  recollected  that  I  felt  in  my  bosom — mine 
was  there." 

Sister  Agnes  trembled  so  violently  that  she 
could  hardly  support  her  husband's  weight, 
who  was  so  engrossed  with  the  Abbess's  con- 
fessions, that  he  noted  not  his  wife's  colourless 
cheek. 

Lady  Gordon,  after  a  painful  pause,  during 
which  she  battled  against  the  feelings  that 
were  overpowering  her,  resumed— 

*"'  I  thought  of  seeking  my  husband,  and  in- 
stantly confiding  to  him  my  dreadful  doubts — 
but  feeling  myself  guilty — my  wretched  heart 
whispered  that  my  fears  were  but  too  well 
founded — I  felt  an  oppressive  horror — I  could 
not  say  of  what  exactly — there  must  have 
been  madness  on  me  that  night.  A  hasty  mes- 
senger came  to  announce  that  Mrs.  Leslie  was 
dying — each  word  v/as  as  if  it  had  been  the 
hissing  of  a  snake  uncoiling  itself  within  my 
breast — a  teriible  change  came  over  me — I 
dared  no  longer  confess  my  share  in  this  dread 
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tragedy — I  felt  guilty — another  messenger 
brought  the  awful  news  that  she  was  de — " 

Unable  to  finish  the  word,  the  Abbess 
groaned  aloud. 

Gale,  from  the  extreme  delicacy  of  his 
health,  was  so  deeply  affected,  that  he  could 
hardly  articulate. 

The  Abbess  staring  on  him,  and  straining 
for  breath,  exclaimed — 

^'  Can  you  in  any  way  clear  me  of  this  foul 
stain  ?" 

^'  Yes,"  sighed  Gale,  resting  his  head  on  his 
wife's  shoulder,  as  he  proceeded — "  I  fear  that 
I  must  have  been  the  unintentional  cause  of 
Mrs.  Leslie's  death — the  phial  fell  from  the 
folds  of  your  dress,  when  the  old  nurse  un- 
clasped it  to  give  more  freedom  to  your  breath- 
ing— I  handed  it  to  her  to  hold.  In  her  hurry 
and  flurry  she  must  have  returned  the  one  in 
which  was  contained  her  mistress's  draught — 
for  she  said,  '  I  was  just  taking  this  from  the 
table  to  my  lady,  when  I  heard  a  person  leav- 
ing the  room — and,  on  following,  found  this 
lady,  who  had  fainted.'  " 

Lady  Gordon  reeled,  raised  her  arms  to 
Heaven,  and  sank  back  into  the  chair,  mur- 
muring— 

^'  God  be  merciful  to  me  a  penitent  sinner.'' 

For  many  minutes,  the  quiet  that  reigned 
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was  only  disturbed  by  the  heart-broken  woman 
praying  for  mercy. 

"And  Heaven  will  have  mercy  on  you,  and 
on  me,,"  responded  Gale,  in  tones  of  such  deep 
fervor,  that  Lady  Gordon  gazed  up  at  his  eyes, 
which  now  beamed  with  a  firm  hope  in  God's 
mercy. 

"  She  is  innocent !"  called  out  Sir  Henry, 
limping  in  the  greatest  pain  to  the  outer  door ; 
"  come  in — come  in  !" 

Hervey  entered,  and  with  him  Charley  and 
Flora. 

'^  Who  is  that  old  man  ?"  asked  Lady 
Gordon,  agitatedly. 

"  One,"  replied  Gale,  "  related  to  your  hus- 
band, and  the  first  who  comes  to  congratulate 
you  on  your  innocence." 

The  Abbess  leant  back  in  her  chair,  and 
sobbed  hysterically. 

Gale  signed  Yioletta  to  lead  the  gipsy  round 
to  the  Abbess. 

Throwing  aside  his  disguise,  on  entering  the 
room,  he  exclaimed — 

"  The  gipsy  is  your  son  !" 

One  thrilling  cry  of  surprise  and  delight 
burst  from  her  lips;  she  folded  him  to  her 
heart,  sobbing  convulsively — 

"  My  son ! — my  long  lost  son  !" 

Yioletta,  fearing  this  solemn  and  touching 
scene  might  so  overcome  her  husband  as  to 
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endanger  his  health,  glided  back  to  the  other 
room,  from  which,  through  the  grating,  he  had 
witnessed  the  meeting  between  mother  and  son. 

She  found  Charley  and  Flora  kneeling  at  Sir 
Henry's  feet ;  his  eye  was  quiet,  a  still  hand 
rested  on  each  of  their  heads — the  shadow  of 
the  smile,  with  which  he  had  blessed  his 
children,  only  remained. 

Sister  Agnes  started,  and  sunk  to  her  knees. 
Crossing  her  hands  resignedly  on  her  bosom, 
she  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven — her  lips  moved. 

The  blue  sky  was  overcast,  the  clouds  wept 
soft  rain — the  birds  had  hushed  their  songs,  and 
the  ailing  baronet's  spirit  was  at  rest. 

Yioletta  whispered  a  few  words  of  consola- 
tion to  her  weeping  children;  then,  entering 
the  Abbess'  room,  she  drew  the  blind  across 
the  grating,  that  Hervey  might  not  know  her 
husband's  fate. 

'^  Delay  not  to  see  Lucy — bruise  her  heart  no 
longer,"  she  said  softly,  addressing  him. 

Lady  Gordon  held  him  once  more  to  her 
breast,  and  pressing  her  lips  to  her  son's  fore- 
head, articulated  the  one  word — 

"  Go !" 

Yioletta  led  him  along  the  corridor,  and 
through  the  chapel.  When  they  reached  the 
vault,  the  affectionate  wife,  and  gentle  friend, 
said — 

^*  Haste  to  your  beautiful   sister — love  and 
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cling  to  Lucy  as  I  have  done  to  my  husband — 
farewell." 

"  Tell  Gale,"  said  Hervey,  holding  her  hand, 
**to  remain  here  till  I  have  seen  my  sister  and 
Lucy ;  say  I  shall  come  back  to  drive  him 
home." 

With  these  words,  the  last  he  ever  spoke  to 
her — for  she  had  taken  her  final  farewell  of 
him — he  pressed  his  lips  to  her  fingers,  in  the 
fulness  of  gratitude,  and  bounded  away. 

Where  she  stood,  she  knelt,  and  in  the  still- 
ness of  the  vault,  her  soft  voice  ascended  in 
pure  prayer. 

The  sun  again  shone  brightly. 

The  first  person  Hervey  met,  as  he  flew  along, 
was  the  priest,  to  whom  he  recounted  the  whole 
affair,  in  breathless  hurry  ;  forcing  Father 
Tracey  into  a  run,  to  keep  up  with  his  long 
strides. 

"  Time  enough,"  began  the  priest,  not  re- 
lishing the  pace,  '^  good  news  will  not  grow 
stale  by  keeping  a  few  minutes  longer.  Save 
us,  what  a  pace  you  travel." 

''  There  1"  exclaimed  Hervey,  pointing  to 
Talbot  Hall ;  *'  there  she  sits,  on  the  bench  in 
the  lawn  ;  but  she  sees  us  not." 

*'  So  much  the  better  ;  you  must  be  careful 
how  you  go  tearing  to  a  delicate  girl's  side — 
perhaps  kill  her  and  yourself  with  the  sudden 
joy.     No,  no  ;  1  know  woman's  soft  nature  too 
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well.  I  must  prepare  her  ;  don't  look  so  Im- 
patiently, wait  until  I  have  said  a  few  words  to 
her— then  kill  her,  if  you  like." 

The  priest,  delighted  to  be  the  first  harbin- 
ger of  good  news,  turned  from  the  impatient 
lover ;  who  paced  to  and  fro,  under  conceal- 
ment of  a  fence. 

Father  Tracey  walked  briskly  towards  Lucy ; 
and  rubbing  his  hands  with  pleasure,  murmured 
to  himself — 

''  1  will  take  a  rise  out  of  her ;  no  harm  in  a 
little  joke — girls  like  a  trifle  of  quizzing,  and 
a  share  of  mystery  about  their  lovers/' 

He  approached  with  a  solemn  countenance. 
"What    is    making    jou    so    serious,    Mr. 
Tracey  ?  '  asked  Lucy,  anxiously  ;    ''  have  you 
seen  the  Manx — I  mean  Mr.  liervey  ?" 

^'Mr.  liervey,"  answered  the  priest,  putting 
on  a  look  of  surprise,  ''  there  is  so  such  person 
— my  guest  is  Lord  Gordon." 

Lucy's  face  became  pale  as  death  ;  she  sank 
down  again  to  the  seat  from  which  she  had 
risen.  Father  Tracey  ran  to  her  side,  and  sup- 
porting her  in  unfeigned  alarm,  called  out  — 

"Miss  Talbot  !  Miss  Lucy  !  Miss  Lucy  !  see, 
here  he  cosnes."  Waving  his  hand  impatiently 
to  liervey  ;  who  had  never  taken  his  eyes  off, 
and  who  was  by  her  side  almost  as  soon  as  him- 
self, he  asked — ^^  What  in  the  name  of  heaven 
has  kept  you  so  long,  and  she  dying  for  you  ?" 
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The  priest  placed  her  in  Hervey's  arms.  He 
folded  her  to  his  heart,  pressed  his  lip  to  her 
cheek,  and  whispered — 

"  Beloved  Lucy  1" 

When,  on  recovering,  she  opened  her  eyes 
and  found  her  head  on  her  lover's  shoulder,  the 
colour  returned  to  her  cheek,  her  face  became 
a  bed  of  blushing  roses,  which  she  hid  on  the 
bosom  where  her  face  might  now  repose,  with- 
out feeling  ashamed. 

He  placed  her  softly  on  the  bench,  and  kneel- 
ing at  lier  feet,  said — 

"  I  have  much  to  tell  you — v/ill  you  hearken 
to  me  ?*' 

^'  Hear  him,  with  his  English  speeches," 
said  the  priest  to  himself,  unconscious  of  his 
loud  soliloquy.  *'  Holy  mioses  !  as  if  he  could 
not  see  with  one  eye  tnat  she  would  lioarken  to 
him  to  the  hour  of  her  death.  Is  tiiat  v^hat  he 
calls  making  love  ?  Every  one  to  his  own 
way." 

Thus  communing,  he  turned  his  back  on  the 
lovers,  and  hastened  towards  Talbot  Hail. 

*'  "By  my  word  and  conscience,  I  shall  take 
care  for  tlie  future  how  I  trifle  with  young  girls' 
feelings — the  foolish  little  thing,  to  faint  for 
such."  Then  perpiog  back  slyly  from  behind 
a  lauristina  —  ''  x\h  I  that  is  right — he  has  her 
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in  his  arms  !  he  is  squeezing  the  colour  back  to 
her  cheek — what  blushing  1" 

Flying  up  the  steps,  to  the  old  butler's  sur- 
prise, who  inquired  if  anything  serious  had 
happened,  the  priest,  unable  to  withstand  his 
joke,  repeated  Greig's  words — 

''  Anything  serious  !  Your  young  mistiess 
is  going  to  marry  the  old  gipsy." 

"  Dang  me  1"  exclaimed  Dempsey,  horrified, 
*^  but  that  beats  all  the  mysteries.  Did  ever 
any  one  hear  tell  of  the  like?"  then  to  himself, 
as  Father  Tracey  hurried  away  in  search  of  the 
family — ^'  What  will  we  come  to  ?  Our  family 
name  will  be  a  holy  show — the  old  schemer  ! 
I  would  not  sa}^  but  he  has  put  his  charms  on 
the  holy  priest,  and  that  the  whole  of  us  will 
go  mad  in  the  one  spell." 

On  a  lovely  evening  after  Sir  Henry  Gale's 
death,  the  boy  baronet,  with  his  arms  crossed, 
stood  silently  gazing  on  his  father's  grave  ;  the 
green  sward  that  covered  it  was  smooth  as 
velvet,  and  studded  with  myriads  of  daisies, 
thick  as  star-spangled  skies.  But  it  was  not 
on  them  that  Sir  Charles  Gale's  tearful  eye 
rested.  Flowers  too  delicate  to  live  in  the 
open  air  had  been  placed  on  the  grave,  and 
the  withered  stems  of  those  which  had  been 
there  on  the  preceding  day  were  gone.     He 
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knew  not  whose  gentle  hands  had  done  all  this. 
It  could  not  have  been  his  mother  nor  Flora, 
for  they  had  entered  the  nunnery  never  to 
return  to  the  world.  Who  then  could  have 
used  this  symbolical  language  of  flowers  to 
converse  with  the  spirit  of  the  dead,  and  sym- 
pathise with  the  heart  of  the  living.  Lucy 
Talbot  ?  Perhaps — Lydia  Rodney ;  no — Emma 
Dawson — hardly  ;  who  then  ?  Little  Mary  ! 
She  was  too  young  to  think  of  strewing  the  bed 
of  the  dead  with  flowers — too  timid  to  come  at 
nightfall  to  take  away  the  drooping  exotics, 
and  replace  them  with  fresh  buds,  that  died 
when  the  searching  rays  of  each  day's  sun 
absorbed  from  their  tender  leaflets  the  dew 
they  had  drank  in  in  their  feverish  thirst — 
Who  could  it  be  ? 

Thus  musing  the  boy  sat  down  on  the  grave  ; 
he  was  very  thoughtful,  and  soon  with  tears  he 
fed  the  dying  flowers.  He  had  watched  to 
discover  the  person,  and  had  failed  both  days. 
Eecliuing  behind  a  tombstone,  he  remained  in 
silent  expectation.  The  sweetest  little  figure 
came  gliding  through  the  graves  ;  in  her  hands 
she  held  the  freshest  flowers  ;  and,  lest  her 
fingers  might  impart  to  them  their  own  warmth, 
around  their  stems  was  wrapped  a  vine  leaf. 
Charley's  heart  fluttered  as  does  a  bird  that 
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seeks  to  escape  from  its  own  cage,  to  enter 
that  in  which  is  confined  its  loved  mate.  He 
watched  her  till  his  eyes  filled  with  fresh  tears  ; 
and  when  the  child  had  finished  her  task,  and 
was  looking  timidly  around,  he  came  softly  on 
her. 

Mary's  cheek  crimsoned  ;  she  was  so  fright- 
ened at  first  that  her  lips  could  not  articulate. 

*'  Now  I  know,"  said  the  boy,  brushing  his 
hand  across  his  eyes ;  ^'  Mary,  you  are  very 
kind — you  loved  my  father." 

*' I  must  go  home,''  she  whispered;  ^^  it  is 
getting  dark,  and — and  no  one  knows  that  I  am 
out." 

'^  You  are  tired ;  sit  down  for  a  moment  and 
rest  yourself,  and  then  I  will  see  you  home." 

Side  by  side  they  sat  on  the  green  mound  ; 
and  when  the  stars  peeped,  they  found  the 
little  lovers  supporting  and  raising  the  flowers 
that  the  dew  might  not  ^veep  out. 

'•'  I  dare  not  stay  longer,"  said  Mary. 

Charley  took  her  hand,  covered  it  with  kisses 
— then  sighed. 

"  Why  do  you  sigh  ?  He  is  happy  in  Hea- 
ven," said  the  innocent  child. 

'^ You  used   to   kiss   me,   Mary — but 

now — " 

^^  It  would  not  be  right  for  me  to  do  so  now ; 
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I  am  growing  too  old.''     The  sweetest  blush 
accompanied  the  simple  words. 

''  If  you  loved  me  still,  you  would  still  be 
my  own  little  Mary.  Will  you  be  Lady  Gale  ? 
Say  you  love  me — yes — then  kiss  me,'' 

The  child,  throwing  her  arms  around  his 
neck,  touched  his  forehead  with  a  kiss — so 
pure  that  angels  might  have  breathed,  '^  Blessed 
is  such  innocence." 

Close  by  the  stile,  leading  from  the  church- 
yard, passed  Mr.  Talbot  and  Hugh  O'lS'eil. 
Charley  and  Mary  coloured  ;  they  had  not  been 
seen.  The  old  master  of  hounds  was  too  ear- 
nest in  what  he  was  saying — O'i^eil  too  atten- 
tive a  listener  to  notice  the  young  lovers. 

^^You  see,"  said  Mr.  Talbot,  addressing 
Hugh,  ^' that  fierce  as  was  the  wild  nature  of 
Nowlan's  guilt,  he  had  at  first  imperceptibly 
familiarised,  then  fondled  murder,  until  it 
ceased  to  be  dangerous,  so,  you  see,  it  caused 
his  own  destruction  at  last — as  a  petted  tigress 
is  sure  one  day  to  kill  the  master  on  whom  she 
has  fawned.  Let  his  fate  be  a  lesson  to  you, 
and  to  all  Irish  peasants." 
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CHAPTEE    XXY. 


r.VE  years  have  passed  away  since  the  scenes 
in  the  foregoing  pages  occurred.  And  now  we 
raise  the  curtain  to  take  a  view  of  tiie  past,  and 
a  glance  at  the  present,  in  this  our  retrospec- 
tive chapter. 

Shortly  after  the  opening  of  the  great  Crystal 
Palace,  whither  curious  artists,  fashionable 
drones,  busy  bees  of  industry,  lady  flowers, 
and  butterfly  beaux  all  flocked,  was  one  day 
seen,  when  the  visitors  were  particularly 
select,  a  young  Lord,  on  whose  arm  leaned  his 
lovely  wife.  To  his  disengaged  hand  clung  the 
sweetest  little  girl,  w^ho,  openiog  her  dove-like 
eyes,  threw  back  the  long,  golden  curls  from 
her  sunny  face,  and  gazed  in  delighted  wonder 
on  the  treasures  from  all  purts  of  the  world, 
whilst  a  boy,  hardly  able  to  lisp,  enclosed 
within  each  of  his  tiny  hands  a  finger  of  his 
mother,  whose  face  of  loveliness  (even  in  the 
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midst  of  such  attractive  sights)  drew  many 
an  eye  to  gaze  on  the  Hebe  charms  of  our 
friend  Lucy. 

From  the  ruins  of  Darcy  Park  have  sprung 
up  a  castellated  building  on  a  princely  scale  of 
architecture.  Darcy  is  looking  handsomer 
than  ever  !  his  mind,  freed  from  care  and 
past  regrets,  has  recovered  its  tone.  He  is 
riding  a  pony  over  his  improved  estate.  Two 
laughing  boys  who  have  run  to  meet  him 
coming  home,  have  insisted  on  papa  dismount- 
ing, and  taking  his  place  on  the  saddle.  The 
little  fellows  are  eagerly  examining  the  game 
their  father  has  shot,  which  is  hanging  on 
the  animal.  Hugh,  who  has  been  seldom  seen 
to  smile  since  his  wife's  death,  is  with  Johnny 
Talbot  beating  the  last  cover  for  pheasants ; 
and  with  them  is  Joe,  walking  proud  as  a  pea- 
cock, in  the  new  suit  of  a  gamekeeper ;  Pilot 
is  at  his  heels ;  the  old  dog  is  fat  and  sleek, 
but  age  has  told  on  him ;  he  only  follows  his 
master  by  scent — he  is  quite  blind.  Lady  Ada 
Darcy  is  walking  slowly  to  meet  her  husband  ; 
she  is  obliged  to  regulate  her  steps  to  a  Lilli- 
putian horseman,  who  is  riding  on  mama's 
parasol.  Ada's  beautiful  pale  face  has  never 
recovered  the  delicate  tinge  that  fear  drove 
away  on  that  night  of  woman's  severest  trial. 

VOL.   III.  T 
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She  believes  herself  to  be  the  happiest  wife  in 
the  world. 

Sir  Charles  Gale  has  never  flirted  with  any 
but  Mary  Talbot,  who  is  now  what  Lucy  was 
when  first  we  met  her.  They  are  married,  and 
are  spending  the  honeymoon  in  London  with 
the  Earl  of . 

Mr.  Talbot  has  grown  young  again ;  he  hunts 
three  times  a  week.  -He  does  not  ride  so  hard 
as  he  used  to  do,  but  always  calls  out,  ^^Go 
along,  Johnny  ;  that's  right ;  keep  the  lead  ! 
What  matter  whether  an  old  or  a  young  Talbot 
gets  the  brush."  He  is  one  of  the  few  remain- 
ing old  fashioned  sportsmen  who  still  claim 
the  tail  for  the  first  man  in  at  the  death. 

Mrs.  Talbot  pays  many  a  visit  to  the  nunnery, 
but  she  seldom  refers  to  what  has  transpired  in 
the  building  ;  she  always  replies,  when  asked, 
*'  They  are  well ;"  but  rumour  whispers  that 
Sister  Agnes's  gentle  spirit  became  restless, 
and  that  one  sunny  morning  it  flew  softly 
away  in  search  of  her  husband. 

Flora  seldom  leaves  the  side  of  the  Mother 
Abbess. 

The  young  nuns'  flower-plots  are  still  beauti- 
fully kept — they  say  that  they  are  happy — their 
pale  cheeks  tell  the  heart  is  fretted  by  impri- 
sonment. 
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Captain  Leslie,  after  a  second  interview  with 
Colonel  Dawson,  in  which  the  stern  soldier 
broke  down,  whilst  entreating  him  not  to  seek 
to  see  his  daughter,  wrung  the  old  man's  hand, 
and  that  night  left  the  country. 

Captain  Kennedy  put  off  from  day  to  day 
going  to  Australia,  for  three  years.  On  the 
morning  after  Leslie's  marriage,  he  was  ready 
at  last.  Strange  to  say,  he  sat  on  a  large 
stone  on  his  lands  in  the  gold  regions,  week 
after  week,  chiselling  the  name  '^  Emma," 
without  ever  discovering  w^hat  his  shepherd 
afterwards  did  that  it  contained  a  fortune  in 
solid  gold. 

Mrs.  Potts  was  very  nearly  getting  into  an 
awkward  scrape,  for  the  day  before  the  one  on 
which  she  was  to  be  wedded  to  Sergeant  Berrigan, 
there  came  a  letter  from  her  husband,  with 
devoted  love,  and  several  Indian  presents. 
The  wrong  name  had  appeared  in  the  list  re- 
turned for  the  wounded  and  killed.  He,  how- 
ever, died  on  his  passage  home,  and  Mrs.  P., 
after  mourning  a  reasonable  period,  went  to 
London  to  visit  her  friends.  She  told  them 
that  she  w^as  to  be  united  to  Captain  Berrigan, 
on  her  return  to  Ireland.  Being  determined  to 
surprise  and  eclipse  .Mrs.  Dempsoy,  in  her 
wedding  attire,  she  brought  back  a  Bloomer 
costume.     Berrigan,  in  dismay,  looked  on  this 
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nnfeminine  garb  as  a  sure  sign  that  he  was 
doomed  to  lead  a  life  of  slavery  after  marriage, 
but  he  was  mistaken,  and  so  was  every  one 
else.  She  let  him  do  as  he  liked,  and  after 
declaring  that  only  for  the  ridiculous  etiquette 
kept  up  among  Irish  families,  she  might  be 
visiting  in  the  first  circles  of  society,  said  she 
was  far  happier  as  she  was,  always  swearing 
by  her  ''  dear  Captain  Berrigan." 

James  Young  has  made  the  best  of  husbands 
to  Nelly,  they  are  doing  remarkably  well  in 
the  United  States.  James  now  and  again 
keeping  up  the  single  stick  practice  with  his 
Yankee  neighbours,  who  make  tarnation  queer 
guesses,  why  they  avoid  meeting  Irishmen  who 
knew  them  in  their  own  country. 

The  widow  Brennan  was  found  dead  in  her 
bed. 

Over  the  grave  of  Annie  Talbot,  flowers,  the 
choicest  that  could  live  in  open  air,  were 
planted  by  Aria. 

Darcy  never  mentioned  the  name  of  his  first 
love,  but  often  he  presented  to  his  wife  the 
rarest  exotics,  which  she  ever  shared  with  the 
dead  girl. 

Mr.  Butterworth  had  been  married  for  three 
years  without  having  had  any  family.  Father 
Tracey  had,  during  that  period,  consoled  him 
by  saying— 
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^'  My  dear  friend,  I  once  knew  a  lady  who 
was  wedded  twenty  years,  and  at  last  it  pleased 
Providence  to  bless  her." 

Mr.  Butterworth,  a  few  months  later,  was 
walking  up  and  down  the  gravel  drive,  with  a 
little  spaniel  at  his  heels,  in  front  of  his  living, 
wishing,  above  all  things,  that  he  could  see  his 
old  friend,  when  suddenly  he  was  startled  by 
the  sounds  oi  a  horse's  hoofs.  He  looked  a 
second  time  to  make  sure.  Father  Tracey,  on 
his  black  steeple- chaser  came  prancing  up  the 
drive.  Mr.  Butterworth,  over  joyed,  ran  down 
to  open  a  little  wicket  gate,  and  to  welcome 
him. 

'^]^o,  no,  Butterworth,"  said  the  priest, 
looking  round  to  see  that  no  one  saw  him, 
*' it's  my  weakness — stand  back — we  are  un- 
seen— let  me  pop  him  over — " 

The  next  instant  Father  Tracey,  rather  out 
of  practise,  was  seated  out  near  the  horse's 
ears ;  on  regaining  the  saddle  he  laughed 
heartily,  saying — • 

**  What  would  the  bishop  say  if  he  saw  me  ? 
"Well,  how  is  your  wife  ?" 

Mr.  Butterworth's  honest  face  lit  up  with 
radiant  smiles,  he  replied,  with  an  air  of 
fatherly  pride — 

"  When  you  get  off  your  horse  I  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you. 
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Instantly  the  priest  dismounted,  and  said — 

"  Now  whisper  your  secret." 

Mr.  Eutterworth  placed  hia  lips  to  his 
friend's  ear. 

^*  Mind  you  eat  the  fatted  calf  on  that  day," 
said  the  priest,  slily,  ^^  and  be  sure  to  ask  me 
to  come  and  dine  with  you  to  celebrate  the 
chr —  hush,  here  she — " 

Smiling  a  pleasant  welcome,  Mrs.  Butter- 
worth  came  to  the  hall  steps,  to  welcome  her 
husband's  guest.  In  the  simplicity  of  his 
thoughts,  Mr.  Butterworth  whispered — 

"  My  dear,  I  told  him." 

His  wife  blushing,  hurried  away  to  order 
dinner. 

And  now,  gentle  reader,  that  we  have 
travelled  thus  far  side  by  side,  through  bygone 
scenes  of  Irish  life,  I  would,  whilst  still  linger- 
ing by  thee,  say  a  few  words  ere  we  come  to 
the  silent  blank  page,  where  we  must  part. 
"What  Ireland  was,  even  so  recently,  thank 
God,  it  is  DO  longer.  'Tis  true  that  misery 
and  disaifection  still  slumber  there ;  but  we 
trust  sincerely  that  the  new  system  of  selling 
off  mortgaged  estates,  English  and  Scotchmen 
of  capital  settling  there,  the  opening  in  America 
for  the  unemployed,  the  encouragement  given  to 
those  remaining  at  home,  the  sums  sent  from 
Australia,  by  relations,  for  fresh  emigration ; 
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and,  finally,  the  Eussian  war,  which  will  be  a 
safety  valve  for  many  a  warm-hearted  though 
hot  headed  Irishman,  whose  blood  might  be 
roused  by  wretches  like  ITowlan — all  this  will 
act  on  the  Irish  peasantry,  smothering,  and,  at 
last,  finally  extinguishing  these  dying  sparks, 
which  have  hitherto  been  a  consumiDg  fire  to 
Ireland. 


THE   END. 


T.  C.  Newrby,  i'rmter,  30,  V\  elbtck  Street,  Cavendish   Squaire. 
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